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That amiable, virtuous, gallant Wight, 
F——B D. Knight. 


HEN I conſider galhnt Sir, 
The proweſs, and the mighty ſtir, 
You make among our little jades, 0 
Dread Prince of Plackets Knave of 
Spades: | 
Liege of all Loiterers at Whites, 
Deſerter of the Bill of Rights: | 
Anointed King of 'groans and ſighs, * 
Sovereign of rhimes to Harlot's eyes : 
Lac'd Beadle to the winged God, 
Flog'd nightly with his roguiſh rod: 
Knight of falſe ſmiles, and folded arms, 
With blood, which Venus never warms. 
Say gentle Knight what could compel, 
Your heart to keep a beautious Belle 
And with this gentle Belle to ride, 
And only daudle fide, by fide ! 
And neer to take infipid genus, 
One little ride on little Vewos ! 


But 


n DEDICATION. 
But let her tumble, - toſs, and roll, 
Whole nights, and fret her little 
Fer little heart, and little hole. 
Why this parade my tall Sir B.“ 
Wanting that thing which makes a rake! 
O! leave ſuch things to abler folk, 
Kiſſing with you is quite a joke. 
Take this advice good Knight from me, 
Im much your friend if you can ſee: 
Take you tl expence! and de 2 
3 neighbour, 

| Io credit you PI! take the labour, 


All will be pleas'd, when this is done, 
You'll have the honour; I, the fun. 
[It is not Sir a bad expedient, 

[And I remain your moſt Obedient. 
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Meretricem ego item efſe reor, Mare ut eft ; quod 
dies, devorat, | PLAvuT. Truc, 


Give to a whore the whole within your power, 
And like the ocean ſhe'll that whole devour. _ 


SY, MMORTAL Dxnau in 
| N 1 far earlier times, : 
E Tun'd this ſoft maxim in melo- 


N — 1 dious rhymes: 


That mild . nor her 
milder ſtreams, | 
F'er made ſome poets, or the poet's themes; : 

For many ſure there are, who've ſung, and ling, 
Yet never ſip'd at the CasTALIAn ſpring z + 
Which plainly proves the Muſe the poet made, 


And fince invok'd to ev'ry Dunce's aid. 
Vol. I, B 


Now. 


2 Tus MERETRICIAD. 
Now to avoid the beaten path of old, 

I'll make a Muſe,—if not as good, —as bold: 
And ſince ſhe's modern, to protect her name, 
I've ſtole her out the Drawing Rooms of Fame. 
She's no Caſtalian water-drinking Muſe, 
Champaigne, and Burgundy, ſhe quaffs profuſe: 
Nor does ſhe naked rake about the groves, 
With hair diſhevelFd to bemoan her Loves, 
Nor does ſhe like a vulgar Latin Muſe, 
Tramp through he! woods without her ſilken 
ſno es; 

Far ſofter carpets grace her ſteps, * ſeat, 
Softer than Sylvan moſs to ſavage feet. 

And if ſhe chuſes to indulge an hour, 

*Tis not in th' umbrage of the darkling Bow'r, 
But on a couch of regal feather d down, 
Where fooliſb thought ne er introduc'd a frown. 
_ Cn—'s'the Muſe, ſhe dare aſpire to viſe, 

And pluck the di'monds from the ſtarry ſxies. 
O had the Poet half her amorous fire, 

He'd raiſe hes triumph, and his note the high'r : : 
But he invoke, while invocation's juſt, 

To ſpur his pen, as Janus ſpurs her luſt. 


Then 


TRT MERETRICIAD. 3 
Then deign dear Matron, (J/idow, Miſs, or 


Dame, 
Two, all, or either, or which is thy name, 
For thou'rt in life a myſtery, not in trade, 
Yet if approv'd the better, - honour d Maid !) 


To aid an infant poet—lately ſprung, 

From royal lewdneſs, not Plebeian dung, 

To chant the triumphs, and exploits of A—* 

Who is not quite fo fat, yet quite as rafh. 

Say, muft ſhe fing the moſt minute affairs, 

Done and tranfacted in the realm of hairs ? 

But hold my Muſe, won't that be rather nice 

With her, whoſe only paſſion's carnal dice, 5 

Where little good is link'd to fo much vice; 

It is—ſo in a whiſper wrap it clean, 

More of a whore, or leſs, ſhe'd better been. 
Who are the parents of this lady is a doubt with ma- 

ny; yet it is allowed by moſt that ſhe is nobly deſcended. 

She was ever admired by the circle of the Beau monde 

for her beauty, great abilities, and her wit and taſte in the 

politer arts: however, that paſſion for intrigue, which is 

implanted in us by the Gad of Love allured her ſo much 

aſtray, as to make lady H ſay the little creature 

« is grown ſo infamous, that I cannot countenance her 

any longer.” —She quitted baron H to marry cap- 

tain F—* of the navy, a man as boiſterous i in his man- 

ners as ſhe was delicate. | 

B 2 How 


+ Tis MERETRICIAD. 


_— durſt you ſoar ſo high, kind honour” f 
Maid. | 

Without invoking Wilmet's lathy ſhade, 

W hoſe gen'rous ſoul purſu'd this theme in death, 

And rail'd at lewdneſs with his parting breath; 
At laſt declar'd his ev'ry art in vain, 

To ſcour this lewd Augean table clean: 
Preſumptuous Muſe, t'attempt ſo hard a theme, 

To make a limpid of a mudded ſtream; 

When ev'ry wench, who bears but common 
cha i... 1 

Condemns the traitor, 8 treaſon warms, 
But ſince my.Ca* won't her aid refuſe, 

Who knows what fortune with ſo lewd a Muſe ? 

Suppoſe we but the nobler vermin rout, 

One poiſon's beſt to drive another out 


O lovely He, whoſe lovelier name, 

Stood firſt, and foremoſt, in the rolls of fame z 
Such fame, as Venus bore with Pagan Gods, 

When public ſtews ſhe made of their abodes z 

Fair Cytherea's Queen deſpis'd her Lord, 

In that, Earth's Goddeſs too has kept her word; | 

Although the Blackſmith-God detected Mars, 

In the ſoft conflict of their am'rous wars, . 
ws | % 


TY MERE TRICIAD. 5 


And brought the whole Pantheon to behold, 

How his wife gave him horns, and rais'd her 
gold; | 

He, gentle Blackſmith, bleſt the wanton dame, 

And (like the moderns) pocketted his ſhame : 

But ſince old age has wrinkled her decoy, 1 

She vows a virtuous life's the only joy; 

Teaches chaſte maxims to her lovelier Girls, 

To bird-lime Monarchs, and to marry Earls. 

Not that ſhe don't deſire with equal guſt, 

But who'd imbody ſuch a piece of- luſt? 

Not G—'s ſelf with all his breadth and length, 

| With al his prowels, and his martial ſtrength. 


'Thy ſiſter, e who has 2 been 
known, 

For carnal acts in the CSE town, 
Now gravely fits, as gravely takes the air, 
And vows her ſpouſe, her only love and care; 
What moving miracles, theſe times afford, 
Lo Lady Y— ſleeps conſtant with her Lord! 
Happy it is, when Females turn in time, 
And, like this beauty, ever keep their Prime. 
Rouge we put on, to vamp a batter'd face, 
Ter crooked Fops ſet off their corps with lace : 


B 3 What 
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What don't our Ladies owe to Pompadore, 


She gives the ugly charms, the beauty more, 
Blanches the rural, roly Britiſh cheek, 
And if too pale, crimſons the dimple ſleek ? 
With witty Su—er *, have you lately been, 
Was it at tea, before ſhe'd time to clean ? 
Did you not ftare to ſee her pebbl'd face, 
Obſerve it now | with ev'ry blooming grace. 
Ladies wear vizards now throughout the Town, 
You rarely meet a female with her own ; 
Down from the Dutcheſs to the Wench in 
place, 
All have their morning, and their evening face. 
What things has France exported to this iſle, 
To ſpoil our beauties, and corrupt our ſtile ; 
Return 'em genuine, and take Sack Belleiſſe 


Thee, Lucy thee, whoſe mea . charms, 
Diverted firſt the Soldier under arms, | 
Or if he wanted when his guard was out, 


A little nonſenſe on the ſilent flute, 


* This Lady wid by; this ſatire, and u celebrated 
preacher, converted to the ways of Magdalenes, and 
married by him; to ſhew the efficacy of his new Doc- 


Then 


Tur MERE TRICIAD. 7 
Then you ſupinely laid your matches by, 
And to the muſic join'd the melting ſigh 3 
Say, was it there Orlando heard thy hymns, 
There did he grow enamour'd of thy limbs? 
O happy Knight, whoſe judgment could draw 

out, 

Such ſhining beauties, from a louſy clout; 
Vet matchleſs Lucy do not think I blame, 
Thy great ambition of a Lady's name, 4 
Nor do I care, how, when, or where the Knight 
Diſturb'd thy'vceans in the thades of night: 
Let the world talk, for ſcandal's never dumb, 
What beats a lady's finger and a thumb, 
How ſhall my Muſe, my Lucy now approach, 
Exalted from a baſket to a Coach? * 
Nothing emboldens but her not being prude, 
And kind indeed, if only kind us lewd; 
Then ſuy, ſoft Luey, when you rode in ſtate, 
Why would you drive ut Phastonick rate? 
Suppoſe your keeper was a bit decay'd ? 
He was no leſs a man than you a maid ; 


* Sir Orlando B—, 


- 


B 4 Why 
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Why. fly your Sire, with thoſe new white 
charms, | 
To loll and wallow in a 1 s arms? 
And when you'd quite exhauſted Newgate's luſt, 
Jou ſeiz'd poor Palmer * with as great a guſt * 
Inhuman thirſt, thou very vital drain, 
Lewder'than all the whores in Charles's reign. 
But that, and more, thee Lucy, ſhe'd excus'd, 
Had you Ben Johnſon's tippling head refus'd ; 
Where Uſer, you and Bewly oft got drunk, 
And then pull'd caps with ſome leſs dirty Punk, 
When Bridgman made. 5 laſt dear will and 
groan, 
A good annuity was then thy own ; 3 | 
With this proviſo—that you'd rake no more, 
Nor play the vagrant, mercenary whore. 
Alas ! thy many actions ſince hath ſhown, 
Thou could'ſt not quit the bottle and the town. 
Oft has the Muſe beheld thy tott'ring feet, 
And pray'd that inſtant for the wideſt ſtreet ; 
But then twas night, and little to be ſeen, . 
So no great matter whether foul or coal. F 


The late S 1 
t 


N 
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At fam'd Bob Derry's where the Harlots throng, 
My Muſe has liſten'd to thy luſcious ſong ; 
And heard thee ſwear like worſer Drury's Punk, 
The man ſhould have thee, who could make 
thee drunk; 
Cit, Soldier, Sailor, or ſome branded Few, | 
In triumph reeling, bore thee to ſome ſtew. 
At other times more riotous than lewd, | 
Then nought but ſwords, blood, tears,. and 
'oaths enſu'd: _ | | 
So dire a conflict ſurely ne'er was known, 
A worſe ſedition Hellen has not ſown, 


Men in all ranks, all charaQters of life, 
- Promiſcuous mingle in the doubtful ſtrife, 
Broomſticks, ſwords, poakers, ſtools, chaim, 
fiſts, and tongs 
Together claſs, for Lucy's drunken wrongs, 
Bowls, glaſſes, bottles whiz about the ears, 
And wound regardleſs, Citizens and Peers: 
The females blubber, kneel, ſhriek, pray and 
ſwear, _ 1 05 
Tearing caps, laces, lattins, ſilks and hair: 
Now, now the city, now the army beat, 
Till the loud clamours reach the public ſtreet, 
2971 Chairmen, 


10 TA MERETRICIAD. 
Chairmen, Links, Coachmen, Waiters, Night- 
8 men, Pimps, 

Crowd to fee fair play to the Culls and Nymps : 
The noife at laſt, the drowſy watchmen catch, 
And twirl their rattles, for their brother watch ; 
Away they hobble, with their lights and clubs, 
A little confcious they'll receive the drubs: 
Join the confuſion, hoping to fubdue 

This bloody, ever fighting Motley crew 

But all in vain—they only ſerve to raiſe 

The fire, as fuel to create more blaze. 

Heard you that ruſh of nnn horrid 
5 eracks, | 
Ten La ibis, ten watchmen on their 

backs ! | 

A greater ruin Derry's never ſaw ; 

Two Jews were kill'd, a Bobwig and a Beau: 
At laſt the Conſtables with numbers beat, 
And crown the Warriors with a Round-houſe 

n 

By them in triumph Lucy s bore away, 

A captive Juen, to wait the bluſhing day; 
She in her arms embrac'd a drunken Beau, 

And with him ſnor'd upon a truſs of ſtraw, 


Roſe 


Tus MERE TRICIAD., 1 
Roſe the next morning with her batter'd corps, 
And march'd in matchleſs bronze to Fizlting's 
door; 
O Het the rigid ſentence be forgot, 
For Bridewell never was my Lucy's lot. 


Debates being dowd, with Bes ſhe return'd, 
And with dear Uber, for freſh riots burn d; 
The Shakeſpear's: _ the Roſe, and Bedford 

Arms, 
Each alike profit from my Cooper s charms, 
But ch! alas ! tow fully can we weep, 

Fat Weatherby ſunk in eternal ſleep: 
She reſts, large Quean, from kitchen's greaſy 
ſtorms, 


And's wheel d in ſotemndirge for hungry worms. 


Weep, weep, my Lucy, Neutberbys no more, 
A loſs Iike this you never knew before z 
her, Orlando, Nrutberby are gone; 

In difmal fackcloth all the worthies moan 


The greateſt deeds a a nine days wonder are, 
But Lucy laugh'd between each falling tear ; ; 
Sought a new ſeat for Bacchanalian chat, 
ARK fix'd her ſtandard at the Golden Cat ; 


Where 
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Where ſhe enjoys whatever's great or low, 
The brawny Chairman, or the lathy Beau. 
This I'll aſſer. for it's her real due; 
Witty-with candour, in her friendſhips true; 
Moves with good-nature, dignity and eaſe, | 
Form'd to torment the ſoul, and yet to pleaſe z 
Eraſe thy vices with the ſliding day, - 

The Muſe invites thee'to attempt to pray : 
Nor let thy wit immerge thy reaſon too, 

Tho' thine is pleaſing, as it's ever new. 


FISHER thou'rt young——but in che rolls of 


fame, 

Who can, or dare eclipſe a Kitty s name. 
Let antique poets ſing romantic loves, 

Of Ladies viſited by Bulls, or Doves, 
Or to their arms ſecrete—the deareſt Man, 
A vig'rous Stallion, or a diving Swan: 
Theſe trivial ſtratagems perplex no more, 
Tis deem'd an honour to be call'd a hore. 


The faireſt, 29 58 below, 
A timber'd Son of Liffey, and a Beau, 

My Muſe maintains it, and ſhe'll prove it too, 
Krræv, ne er harm q ſo many maids as you. 
| Each 


THE MERE TRICIAD. ng 

Each flirting flut, on whom's beſtow' din 

_ charms, 2 
When eber ſhe ſees thee, thrills with lewd alarms, 
Swings to the glaſs, finds beauties ſhe ne'er had, 
And, fill'd with vanity, runs chariot mad. 
6 View Kitty Fiſher, who the other day 
c In grogram drudg'd—now raviſhingly gay, 


% Nay wore check'd aprons—that, I've oft“ 


been told, 
£ Now ſhe wears none—but drags a train of 
old ; 
& Nor is ſhe handſome, that, we all allow; 
& But peacock's feathers beautify the daw. 
« Then why mayn't I as well as Fiber paſs ? 
ce The men all tell me, I'm a pouting laſs.” 


Thus has thy grandeur, and ill-gotten fame, 
Debauch'd the Virgin—and the darling name. 
Kitty, my Muſe will not pretend to ſay, 
Who firſt deflower'd or brought thee into play : 
So many make pretenſions to the fact; 

Since you've forgot they cannot be exact. 

Some ſay an Enfign, ſome an am'rous Knight, 

A Suburb prentice, — ſome a Serjeant Kite ; 
nt: Many 


4 
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Many have paid for't, who could well afford, 
A gay Sea Captain, and an old Sea Lord; * 
Who of all theſe can we the Hero dub? 
It may be one, or all of Ah Club. 


Ye Gods! when future ages read this o'er, 
Will they believe, to keep a painted Whore, 
A thouſand Nobles of the Bririh Line, 
Of different ages, could promifcuous join ? ? 
Peruſe the Antients, nothing could employ 
So many tails, unleſs the ſiege of Troy, 

An Eaſtern + Fair, to conſecrate her duft, 
At Memphis rais'd a Pyramid of tuft: 
And lovely Lais'{ of Trinacria's & Iſle, 
Who all the youth of Corinth did defile, 
| Whoſe greedy, thirſty, mercenary ſoul, 
The greateit preſents only cou'd controul. 
Our Lords, like ſage Demofthenes, ne'er ſaid: 
But buy repentance, at the harlot's bed. 
Nor Philip's mad, enthuſiaſtic fon, 
When thro” the Eaſt, his arms victorious run. 


* Anſon. + Cheop's daughter. 

1A . N ene 

price for à night's lodging, that made Demoſthenes ſay, 
« He <would not buy repentance ſo dear,” 

+ Stery. | | 

| In 
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In his debauches ne'er exceeded this, 

Tho' grand Perſep'lis flam d, to pleaſe his Miſs ®, 
One man may err, like Alexander drunk: 

But who would cub, + to feed a craving punk ! 


But tell me, Kitty, where was all thy art, 
Amongſt theſe numbers not to ſteal one heart; 
When ſep'rate you enjoy'd the wining man, 
What could reſiſt a well-laid bedded plan? 
Then where were all thy mercenary ſchemes, 
To loſe the ſettlement, the beſt of themes 
It was thy dullneſs, and thy ſnowy touch, 

Or man had never thought he lov'd too, much. 

Who beſides thee, pray would not ſweat-andy, 
toy, 

T'imbibe at once ſome profit and ſome joy, 

Nay bear one Heir to all——a lovely boy ? 

A nurſe who's ſkill'd in all the Goflip's clack, 

To ev'ry Cully can a likenels tack,  - 

Will ſwear he is a Biſbop's, or a Lord's, 

And with a ſtriking feature, prove her words, 


* Thais. 


+ Such was the 3 this "EY that a 
ſubfcriptian/club was formed at White's to ſupport her 
and the Dupes poſſeſſed the Girl- alternately. 

O Kitty 
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16 TRY MERETRIC IAD. 
O Kitty think, had you but moy'd in tune, 
What mighty things your ſon, and you had done * 
E'en Cleopatra, with her orient grace, | 
Was but a Gypſy to thy lov'lier face; 

You might have ſhone, he out-whipp'd Phaeton, 
And drove the Chariots of the Stars and Sun. 
Oh ! ſhame and ſcandal to thy charms and birth, 
To hobble in a vis a vis on Earth. 

The only thing amongſt that mighty club, 
Entitles thee a monumental dub, 

Was, when a noble Lord had cauſe to rue, 
The paying twice for what he cou'd not do; 


The deed by Matrons will recorded ſtand, 
A Lord in bed with Venus, —and unman'd ! 


This was a merry, and a witty deed, 
Surpaſſing all the beauties of thy ſteed; 
Say, did that mincing, ſpotted: Palfrey run, 8 
To lay thee down in earneſt, or in fun? 
Unpoliſh'd Horſe to be ſo nobly rid, 

And flirt, and gambol, like a wanton kid. 


' Suppoſe thy Rider really made thee proud, 
Why little Pye-ball'd, 


\ &arnt George himſelf, ne'er rode a ſofter pace, 


why ſo very rude? , 


Nor like thee, Kitty, mov'd with ſuch a grace. 
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My Muſe ſhe weeps, O had it been a mare! 
My own dear Pegaſus had: got an heir. 

But this is worſe -O this—e'en makes her bleed: 
Lo! Hermitage upon the pye-ball'd Steed. 
Some doubts ſhe has, and may they prove no 
__. worſe} 
Take care you fall no lower than your horſe! 
Remember this, and from a Muſe who's juſt, . 
Thy man's “ a bankrupt, both in purſe, and luſt ; 
And tho' the Sun ſhines, yet may fortune frown, 
And quite reduce, both him, and Mrs. Brown +. 
Mankind's deceitful, you have had your ſwing, 
Remember Lockheart wore a brilliant ring. 

Kitty repent, a ſettlement procure, 

Retire, and keep the Bailiffs from the door. 
Too well thou'rt known, too long you've play'd 
the whore, | 


Put up with wrinkles, and pray paint no more : 


* The late Mr. Chetwynd, who died of a decline at 
Montpelier. After his death ſhe married Mr. N. but 
falling into a conſumption, expired in his arms at the 
three tons in the city of Bath; by whom ſhe was loved 


and lamented, and in the later part of her life proved a 
religious penitent. N 


74 Her name as Houſe - keeper. 
ek | C | No 
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No more thou'rt thought a ſubject for the towng 
Reject Miſs Kitty, tor plain Mrs. Brown, 


Equeſtrian Hermitage, an anſwer dei gn, 
Why for a Moor, quit genteel D. -n? 
The fault (like all thy ſex) is not in you, 

You did your beſt, he wanted ſomething new: 
Women by uſe, increaſe their love and joy, 
But men more variable, diſguſt and cloy : 
Thus like a ctab-loiife dings the haggard ſcold, 
The more you ſeratch, its Keeps the firmer hold. 
Is it thy amorous fiſpothtion ſay ? 
That lulls thee with the black Arabian Bey, 
Their nature's hotter, and their colour's rare, 
And that's ſufficient to allure a Fair. 
But tell me Hermitage, atnongft the ſons 
Of Butchers, Driymed, Brewers, Chairmen, 
| Duns, | 

Could you not find a ſturdy youth to pleaſe, 
And give thy meretricious paſſions eaſe ? | 
Is ſuch thy conſcience, appetite, and want, 
That Fripoli ean give what Britain can't ? 
Purſue the ſcheme, enjoy the ſwarthy race, 
Till they perceive the vizard' on thy face. 


But 
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But here obſerve the Juliet of her . 
Fall'n from the pinnacle of public praiſe, 
Oft' with encomiums has the playhouſe rung, 
Enraptur'd with the muſic of thy tongue, 
Oft' has the Virgin ſympathiz d thy doom, 
And wept for Juliet in the ſilent tomb: 
Nor griev'd we leſs when Bellamy withdrew, 
Yet we forgave thee for the golden view. 
How did the Town applaud thy happy choice, 
Altho' in thee ſhe loſt the ſweeteſt voice? 
But if the ties of mother will not bind, 
How weak are women, ignorant, and blind! 
Not all the rhetric of a Courtier's tongue, 
Or that of mother from thy tender young, 
Were found ſufficient” to ſubdue thy luſt, 
Tho' quite corroded, by corroſive ruſt, 
When Methanr had thee, fuck a deed as this 
Was merely modiſh, and became a Miſs; 
But yet his tenderneſs, could not ſubdue, 
That thirſt of dear variety in you: 
All he could ſay that itch could not deftroy, 
To bind the Mother to the Tovelieſt Boy, 
CALCRAFT you left in ſearch of new delight, 
And roll'd in wanton joy with gay Dick W. 

C 2 But 
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But fince Old Time has worn the dimple ſleek, 
And furrow'd wrinkles o'er the bluſhing cheek, 
Who would imagine you would play the whore, 
And fly in raptures to the 1r:b ſhore? 
But women crave while man's a drop to give, 
Nor ceaſe to luſt, until they ceaſe to live. 

If e'er theſe lines ſhould reach thy flinty heart, 
Fly to thy babes —and act the mother's part; 
But if they'll not induce thee to return, 
Diſgrace, and e muſt ſeal a Juliet s urn. 


With regal grace H=—t fills the fre ins 3 
And would do honour to the Train, and Page 3 3 
But ſee ſhe quits the operative pla, 

To ſleep in peace, with an Endearing * man. N 
The awful Theatre of late's become, 
A mere receptacle for ev'ry Strum: 


Lou might as well have 10 your ſpouting 
pains, 
And e with honour, to your honeſ Famine; ; 


* After this och 1 woman bad . 
Mr. Thrale, ſhe went into keeping to Sir E. D—g—= 
where ſhe did not continue long, before ſhe returned to 
Drury Lane Theatre. 

OT 11 
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If H*t, a Siſter Muſe, muſt do thee right, 
Tbou'rt Envy's ſelf — with all thy Sex's ſpite ; 
Of all thy ſtamp, the moſt carniv'rous' Trull, 
Adam's whole race, thou'd grapple as one Call. 
Swear not the Muſe's is a partial pen, 
Becauſe thou'rt avaritious H of men; 
She'll give thee all the merits that are _— 
Nay, kindly wiſh thee to a greater ſhare: 
You have been tender o'er a Siſter's health, 
And ſav'd the Fair-one' by your care "and 
Wealth; 
For Charity in Harlot, King; « or Cowl; 
The world muſt own denotes a noble Soul. 


Behold, what's here] a lovely Form of joy, 
A fairer Hellen, for a greater Trey; 

How could pollution ſuch a Genius wed,” 

A genius worthy of the chaſteſt bed. 


How came ſhe loſt in ignorance and <0 
A common proftitute to common luſt? - 


Mur—y if e'er thy deeds, or Summer 3 \ 
Deſerv'd encomiums, or the publick's praiſe, 
Tis now, for introducing to the light, 
The Ne e Elliot, for the Town's delight. 


C 3 Let 
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Let Poet's wrangle, and be- rhyme thy Muſe, 

Contemn the papers, and the two Reviews: 

Let them for barren Pindus Hill contend, 

Decline the low pretenſion Naiad friend; 

Let witlings ſnarl, let George's Caffee - houſe 
ſneer, 

Let Midwife Bogmaids, drop the W tear, 

Let all the Serubs of bare Parnaſſus bawl, 

Let Zlyd* prepare the coſſin and the pall; 

Exert thy talents to their higheſt pitch, 

Then with thy Naiads flounder in Fleet-Ditch. 


| ſtage, TOES 
At once to laſh, and pleaſe a frantic age: 


* Mr. Robert Lloyd, who died with grief in tke Fleet- 
priſon, upon the death of his much loved friend Mr, 
Churchill—was the greateſt claſſical ſcholar of his time, 
and author of many proſaic and poetical pieces of much 
merit: and a'ſeyere'fatiriſt againſt Mr. Murphy. What 
Aſcanius ſays to Euryalus in dy with truth be 
apphed-to them. , | 

One fame, ane faith, one fate, 'ſhall both attend, 

My Life's companion, and my boſom friend. 


Prit- 
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Pritchard, Yates, Cibber, now are all undone, 
Clive, Hart, and Pope, muſt either hide or run: 
Theſe are thy triumphs, thy exploits O Poll, 
What pretty things you've done, with tol/— 
Let Garrick ſheath his Shakeſpear's tragick 

Knife, 
Bind up the antient plays, od 8 W: fe, 
Play on my Sons the Citizen, and Maid, 
But dread the Ryſciad, and implore his aid ; 
Let Managers anonimauſly ſue, 

And beg any Lord to grant the #3fhes too, 
'The King protects you, let the play perplex, 
And with pay'd Bentley halloo, Viuat Rex. 
Yet ſtill my Summer Sons the vict'ry's great, 
See Rich and Garrict, bow beneath your feet! 
And may my Hooper * ſtill appear as new, 
To all the Town, as the appear'd to you. 


* She went by this name before that of Elliot. She 
was a handſome woman, deſcended of humble parents. 
but amaſſed near $8,000 1 from the bounties of her two 
lat keepers, Auguſtus H. and his H. the D. of C. in 
whoſe ſervices ſhe was not quite ſo ſteady as prudence 


could -with—ſhe died ſoon after her diſcharge from the 
laſt perſonage, 


C 4 What's 
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A | 

What's tripping here more lively than the reſt, 

If mirth is bliſs, then ſhe's ſupremely bleſt: 

2 Tis Nancy Dawſon, at a nearer ken, | 

Fam'd to delight the Fair, and pleaſe the men; 

Thy motions Nancy are beyond diſpute, 

Nor does the fame Soul ve got thee 8—— ä 

OG. 6k 

Only for houſe-rent had that Jockvy rode ? 

Or does he ride, as in Love a la mode? 

If fo, lv'e done; it proves you really kind: 

I think he rides too heavy, tho' behind: 

Tho' you cant bear the whip, you like the ſpur, 

You're game egad—too much for ſuch a cur. 
Well, dance on Nancy &, keep the beaten rout, 

And burn your Rider, as you was burnt out; 

Kennedy leave not in the flames to fry, 

Poll by the whip and ſpur will run and die; 

Steel to the bottom, only rather hot ; 

But time and ruſt the faireſt things will rot; 

In trot and gallop, you ſo pleaſe theſe days; 

Sure you muſt amble "our in a chaiſe z 


. „ Theſe Ladies Sms burnt in Mancheſter 
buildings. 
But 
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But ſince it's faſhion, and if we agree, 
T'd rather drive you Nancy Vis @ vis. 
Forgive a chatt'ring, ſimple, wanton Muſe, _ 
She cannot mean you for the Livery's uſe: . 
How quick the changes of the Hatlot's bed, 
Shuter has Kennedy, and Dawſon's dead. 
Incline thine ear, and Madam: Marriot weep, 
Who ruin'd all, by an extatick leap. - 
What can have harm'd our gay Italian Belles, 
To make ſweet Na. dance at ee s Wells! 


Haye courage M uſe, for An you a. 
Aſpire like her, but ne'er diminiſh les - * 


Say, Female Banker, will you condeſcend 

To ſpare a trifle, to a Muſe, your friend ? 

Tis true ſhe's old, but common never known, 
And yet no ſtranger to a ſenſual town; 
"She ſlept with men of ev'ry rank and age, 

Down from his Highneſs to his humble . 3 

But want will viſit oft' the Noble's door, 
And when the outſide's rich, the inſide's poor 

Grant a few ſcores at what per Cent you will, 
Nor doubt my honour, on a trivial bill, 

Thus in your nets, as preying Spiders lie, 

' You ſeize the harlot, as they ſeize the fly ; 
| Grant 
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Her paſſion riot, ſhe had none for drink, 
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Grant a few pounds, at double premium full, 
Then *rreſt the huſſy with ſome dying Cull, 
The worſt I wiſh, is, really to thyſelf, 
Only to ſtarve on ſuch ill-gotten pelt. 
What could a Knight ſee in thy ugly face, 
To be hum-bug'd of fifty pounds of lace ? 
But that's not rare, for thouſand have before, 
Paid for a T_T and pride a whore. 
[1 

Of all the 0 W ever had, 
So fair as Fordyce none, or half ſo mad; 
The greateſt pleaſure that ſhe ever choſe, 
Was, to ſet friends together by the noſe; 
Not ſtand for trifles to create a pother, 


| To leave one Brother, and enjoy another: 


Or riot at the Roſe, or Bedford Arms, 
And fire the Bob-wigs, to diſpute her charms 3 


Her taſte and will, deliver'd in a wink; 

Few men ſhe choſe, but fewer {ſtill admir'd, 
Chineſe and carnal arts, but little fir'd : 

Yet where ſhe 'lov'd, no barriers could prevent, 
To give a mutual joy, was all ſhe- meant; 
Two things ſhe bore, amongſbher ſex but rare, 


Contempt of _— and a foe to care, 


Friend 
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Friend to a Mercer, and a ſcarlet coat, 
Ever receiving, but without a groat, 
Ne'er build, ye fair, upon her hated plan, 
To fly from room to room, from man to man; 
Pauſe here my Muſe, nor ſcrawl an harſher 
She did live chaftely, with the chaſteſt Lord. 
Him, ſhe reſign'd to finiſh nature's work, 
And choie a priſon with her deareſt Burk. 


If female ſoftneſs, and endearing grace, 
May, in the Muſe's records, claim a place, 


Dunn mult not pals unſung, there are I know 


Some ſnarling few, the Muſe's wrath below, 
Some wretches dead to nature and to ſenſe, 
Who love to find -out faults in excellence. 
Faults ſhe hath ſome, and all with juſtice rue, 
That one fo fair ſhould ever prove untrue : 
But Rill it's prudent to reſign her Bacs, 
What beauty now can live on love and rags ! 
"Tis firange the Ladies, to ſet off their youth 
Will ever deviate from the paths of truth : 
Miſtaken notion to pretend to raiſe 

A reputation, on ſo weak a baſe 3 
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Somewhat too vain, in fabled notes ſhe ſings, 
An antient lineage drawn from Gods and 
Kings; 
But leave ſuch arts to a * from re- 
quires | 
Helps weak as theſe, to fan love 8 tying fires. 
Bleſt in thyſelf deſpiſe the thoughts of race, 
We aſk no parents for ſo fair a face: 
The rigid judge muſt bring thy faults to veiw ; 
But candour triumphs, finding them ſo few; 
| Scarce would ſhe wiſh thoſe blemiſhes forgot, 
Was ever Venus yet without a ſpot? | 
That thow art Woman, we have known before, 
I never thought thee leſs, nor wiſh'd thee more, 


| Behold a face, as fair as great in fame, 
A very Venus, with an Hervey's name; 
High in the known venereal liſt ſhe ſtands, 
Fam'd for the lovelieſt legs; the faireſt hands: 
She bears one fault, as ſuch, we muſt ge 
It with Adonis ſhe would eat her r 
She i is the Cytherea of the land, x 
And built her om but it vou not and. 


1 i 


"Tad 1 | 
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Induſt'rious Fair, ſhe ſpar'd no corp'ral pains, 
Nor Stretfield neither, to encreaſe their gains; 
What could declare ſo ſoon, the Bankrupt Pair, 
But want of cattle; faſting, freſh, and fair? 
Cauſes ſufficient, to bring in the Bums, 

So ſtop'd, — as City Kings, for greater ſums. 
If a ſtagnation proves in all the trades 
Of corn, oil, tea, tobacco, harlots, maids, 
Buſineſs in courſe-immediately muſt drop, 
And, like Miſs Hervey, each mult ſhut up ſhot, 
The coronation cauſes want of fiſh, 
And fleſh, nay ev'ry other common dith ; 
The torn down buſſies ſome ſev'n years ago, 
Trim up once more, to flaſh, and make a ſhow; 
They will not vend as erſt they did their ware, 
But all keep brac'd, for coronation fair; 
Wait for the Company's return to town, 
And even twiſt their. noſes at a crown: 
The only place to find. what's nice and rare, 
Is in the Abbey, or the ſcaffold fair: 
Prebends, Deans, Deacons, now torment no 
more . ny 
Their dog'd-ear'd Bibles, to the blue-coat poor; 
Their holy charge, with rey'rence is reſign'd, 
To things more modern, worldly, and refin d; 
WE. SGermons, 
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That body, which I've fed upon before ! 
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Sermons, Pſalms, Leſſons, never waft a cate 3 
No prieſt's ſo happy, as when free from pray's ; 
As for the reliques of the brave, and juſt, 
Peace they muſt keep, they've had their di ta 
duft, | | 
If ought would wiſh to ſhed: the pious tear, 
Tis marble buſts, for want of mattin pray'r; 
(In which the genius of Roab:hac's ſeen, 
Surpaſling all that are, or e'er have been.) 
But theſe will never toll the morning bell, 
A long vacation, makes the caſſock ſwell. 
Why grieve the loſs of trade Herveyan fair? 
When the ſame cauſe effects our daily pray'r. 
Reſide in peace till pageant times are o'er, 


_ You'll never be a bit th' inferior whore. 


But how has wedlock murder'd that ſweet 
form, 
Too weak to bear the duffets of a ſtorm: 


You ſhou'd have ſcorn'd een Jove as ſwan, or 
bull, 


To croſs the ſeas, much mote a modern cull : 


The very ſhip was watch'd by ſcools of fiſh, 
To have the taſte of ſuch a high made diſh : 
Thrice happy fiſh that could at laſt devour, 


It 
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It is a bliſs upon this whiſking land, 


To have, what pagan gods muſt take —— 
hand. 


What's here ! a doubtful, viſionary fair, 
That, like a juggler's ball, is here, and theres 
Stole from the confines of the old Welſd Queen, 
But for the univerſe, would not be ſeen ; 

Why gentle Charlotte did you not repair, 

At the appointed time to drown my care? 

I wrote, I ſent five porters up and down, 

Tore down the bells, and tore this Bagnio 
gown, . f 

But heard no tidings of my joy and wiſh, 

Abus'd the waiters, raving oh ! my Fi 

«© My Maid was out, I rav'd and tore my hair, 

c Your billet kiſs'd, return'd it back with care; 

«© But why not break the wafer, gentle Bells? 

«© My tears declare I cannot read or ſpell.” 

The honeſt ſpeech, ſo pleas d the rapturous 

He claſp'd dear Churlotte, as a country truth. 

Wil you forgive me, this unhallowed wit, 

For Welch declares that Fiſh can read a-bit ! 


The 
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The Muſe is pleas* d to | find you thus improve, 
There muſt be genius—where there's ene 
love: 


Perfection, it is none, to write, or ok, 


The greater Dunce, the greater mark of breed: 
Therefore ſweet Charlotte muſt by face, and 
£ * head, 9 

Rank . in dignity, being highly bred, 


e favs, as modeſt as a faint; 
And fair as ten years paſt, with little paint; 
Bleſt in a taſte which few below enjoy, 
Preferr'd a priſon to a world of joy: | 
With borrow'd Whaley? 25 culls th' unwary 

ſpark, 
And by on Inſolvent AQ parades the Park. 

80 . A faint is detect Charlotte x tpi 
She's th' firſt lady abbeſs of the town; : 
In a ſnug entry leading out'Pell-Me]t, 

Which by the urine a bad noſe may ſmel! ; 
Retween th Hotel, and Tory Almacts houſe, 


121 nunn ry Rand: for _ religious uſe: 


There, 
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'There, there repair, you'll find ſome wicked 
- *whight, : | 

Upon his knees both morning, noon, and night. 


Cloſe at her heels, trips fairer Nancy Vane, 
Entomb'd ſev'n years, and lo! ſhe roſe again! 
Refraught with goods, diſplays a Deardian ſhop, 
And hums by turns, the Vet ran, and the Fop. 
Thus art and ſtratagem encreaſeth trade, 

And Welcb, on letchers, palms her for a maid. 


There without art, dame nature will appear 
In matchleſs Maſſey, little worſe for wear: 
Bend here, ye harlots, with unfeigned grace ! 
And own coſmetics, never touch'd that face, 
She never vended goods unduty paid, 

Nor gave one daub, to mend a batter'd trade; 
Juſt as ſhe bedded, roſe the peerleſs laſs, 

She never turn'd to uſe the pocket glaſs ; 

A venal trick, trump'd up by batter'd jades, 
And practis'd now by all the twirl-mop maids : 
Unmatch'd ſhall peerleſs Maſſey grace my lay, 
Nor want a guinea, while a Bard can pay. 


x So I os 
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O giddy Muſe—indelible reproach, 22 
To paſs Miſs Davis, tho' ſhe loſt her coach: 
Say pretty Polly, will you deign a nod 5 
She humbly kiſſes thy poſterior rod; 

But if you'll not, the tickler you muſt uſe, 
And as you flog the Vet' rant, flog the Muſe, 
Hold! hold! thy hand, my fair incenſed Fair, 
Commit not ſacrilege thro dire deſpair ? 
Obſerve the form, that thou'rt intent to harm, 
A ſiſter beauty, bleſt with ev'ry charm |! 

O pretty Poll ! will nought thy ire reſtrain; 
Muſt a poor Muſe for Kitty plead in vain? 
Won't all the powers of Ranelagh withſtand, 
The little ruin of thy little hand? 

O ſhame, Miſs Polly, to thy worſhipp'd face, 
Not to regard the grandeur of the place ! 

But ruſh to battle without fear or care, 

Nor ſpare my Lord—nor ſpare his Lady's hair ; 
O what a body! with a ſoul fo big! 

To beat the powder from a Noble's wig : 
To beat Miſs Fiber in that giddy place, 
Became Miſs Davis“ fury, form, and face. 
The world muſt ſtare, two Heroines to ſee, - 
Fighting for peeping Tom of Coventry, 


Thee, 
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Thee, of all harlots, joy portray'd to-pleaſe, 
To cool the mind, and give the body eaſe: 
Granted an art, peculiar to thy bed, 

To lay the living, and to raiſe the dead 

Since fleſh is frail, and ſubject to miſhaps, 

Luck, from the blackeſt rhyme, protect Miſs 
Caps. 


But lo! what's here, that interrupts the ſong; 
Something rough painted, ugly, bold, and long» 
The Proteus, S—p—ns, fam'd for legs and 

ſhape, 
Sly as a fox, and antick as an ape: 
She has this prudence, to retain her cull, 
And like the Cretan * dame, conceals her Bull. 


Muſe drop the curtain, nor behold this act, 
Two lifters glorying in a carnal fact: 
Shrink at theſe times, like darker days of yore, 
Two ſiſters playing with one man the whore. 
Repent O Gar —4, quit the Bolton Queen, 
Nor e er together in the Row be ſeen. 
Next lend your ears, — and liſt the grave intreat, 
O ſpare a Siſter, ſpare St. James's- Street: 


D 2 Learn 


Paſipbæ. 
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Learn her to hate a ſenſual wicked town, 
'And chuſe a place more virtuous than the 
Crown ! * 


View a continuance of th' inceſtuous ſcene, 

O would ſome guardian virtue intervene ! 
And lead the Igmires with a conſcious ſhame, 
To weep their greateſt loſs, their virgin fame. 
O royal Hampton, thy belov'd retreat, 
Is fam'd for all that's elegant, and ſweet ; 
Thy Sylvan ſhades the chaſteſt beauties throng 
The nobleſt ſubject of the poet's ſong : 
Say, what could cauſe a Noble to deſtroy, 
Two lovely Virgins, chaſtity and joy ? 
What cou'd provoke the dire inceſtuous g, 
To murder Virtue, for the ſake of luſt ! 
And then ignobly to deny ſupport, 

Stood caft, and cenſur'd, in a public court; 
Like a Lord Mayor who for ſome marriage feat, 
Did, at St. Martin's, penance in a ſheet, 
But th' eldeſt /—g—m—e like a knowing wife, 
Obtain'd a weighty ſettlement for life, 


® The ſign where ſhe's prentice. 


Lawn 


Tux MERE TRICIAD. 37 
Learn then of her, ye fair, who's fair and kind, 


To grant no favours, till the parchment's 
fign'd ! 


What's pregnant here, ſo very big and rare, 

The ſtrong reſemblance of a country fair? 

Bleſt ſhe's in that, and bleſt with vig'rous youth, 

But Clemens never deviates into truth, 

Above the reſt, her genius I prefer, 

For who can propagate a lie like her. 

She's ſick, ſhe faints, ſhe's dead, well, rich, 
and poor, 

All at a breath, — but moſtly in an hour. 

See at her feet an humble ſuppliant kneel, 

To plead his paſſion without ſenſe to feel ; 

In ſcraps of plays, and many a tortur'd line, 
Hums, hah's, and foams, to tell her ſhe's divine; 
Starts, pauſes, groans, then raves, with clinch- 

i ed fiſt, 

A King, then ſwain, now Ghoſt, I, li, ob lift ! 
Gives father, mother, friend, and her this line, 
Let Cæſar have the world, if Sally's mine.” 
The youth ſhe kiſs'd, and with a Syren's grace, 
Declar'd the child was his,—and nam'd the 
place: 


D 3 Another 
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Another comes, another, and two more, 

'The whole ſhe hums, and would as many ſcore: 

Lords, Knights and Captains, Commoners and 

Scribes, | 
Each draws the purſe—as he the tuff imbibes : 
Each claims his right, ſhe proves the child his 
own; 

Yet all the while *twas got by Mr. Town; 

The whole is ſettl'd, but the infant's name, 

Who kindly died the very day it came. 

Of all the Nymphs that Venus ever bred, 

Of all the living, and of all the dead, 

None ever had the cunning, and the art, 

To thumb the guineas, and to ſteal the heart: 

dhe twigs the Vet'ran, wins the youth's regards, 

And plays in turns on him the harlot's cards; 
The roſy Hebe, has with thouſands lain, 
 Andhumm'd them all from Faultenor down to F&. 

This is her maxim,—and as good, as true, 

Some men for profit, ſome for pleaſure too. 


Dtn, a ſecond Circe in her wiles, | 
Who, Syren-like, enchants ye, and beguiles; 
'You may as well drink of that witch's bowl, 

As let this Gp/y captivate your foul: + 
: k Sings, 
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Sings, ſwears, She riots o'er the ſparkling wine, 
Until ſhe makes ye, like Ulyſſus'—ſwine. 

The Roſe and Shakeſpear owe a deal to thee ; 
Begot by lewdneſs upon inſamy; 

Which tender name thy genius has retain'd, 
And by the title thou haſt thouſands gain'd. 

In younger days, when Proftitution found, 
And took thee, grov'ling from thy mother 

ground, 

When thy ambition had no kigher rolls, 
Than following Carmen, to pick up their coals ; 
Or raiſe a laugh, to ſhow thy greater art, 
Steal a few handfuls from the loaded cart ; 
Perhaps, to raiſe a mob, a ſiſter fight, 
Or with a Chairman ſnore away a Night: 
Theſe were thy triumphs, thy exploits before, 
The blackeſt Princeſs of a common ſhore ; 
Where oft” you've grop'd for iron, not in vain, 
And fifted cinders high, in Gray's-Inn Lane. 
Who wou'd imagine from ſo mean a thing, 
90 fair a face, ſo ſweet a Strum cou'd ſpring : 
Shocking it was ſuch eyes as thine ſhould be 
Hidden in filth, and viler infamy. 


ww 
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Betſy, delight and raviſh with thy tongue, 

Nor mind the Cinder-heap from whence you 
ſprung : 

Remember this, repent in time and pray, 

For muſhrooms riſe and periſh in a day 

Preſerve thy beauties, and thy warbling breath, 

And eke retain ay MANNERS to thy death ! 


Thy deeds, 0 Mae [ deſerve an abler pen, 
To paint thy devaſtations brought on men; 
Tho' thou art living, yet they're obſolete, 

If ought perpetuates, it's ſome endleſs gleet : 
You had your hot, nay and your Cold-Mell too, 
And he that dabbl'd, did his dabble rue; 

I know you ſhone, I know you knew to pleaſe, 
And pickle ſome too with the French diſeaſe. 


Look down my Muſe, for thou i in all muſk 
rule, 
And ev'ry praiſe in ſtore confer on Pool; 
A Venus drawn with all Apollo's ſkill, 
To wound in colours, and in life to kill: 
As good as fair, in all ſurpaſſing kind 


The * manners, with the trueſt mind. 
Stand 
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Stand Hero's ſtand! ſhe moves; again O 
move | | 
Gay Queen of Beauty, Rapture, Pleaſure, Love 

Scarce is it poſſible, ſo fair a face, 

(Adorn'd with manners dignity and grace, 
Replete with all the eloquence of Love, 

In fire a ſparrow, tenderneſs a Dove ;) 
Could ſue in vain, or could a mortal be 

So very frozen, not to kneel to thee, 

Could thy lewd clime Hibernia raiſe a boy, 
To ſcorn the Queen of Beauty, Love, and Joy; 
A clime fo fam'd in the venereal wars, 

What Venus is there bears not Iriſh ſcars ? 
Thrice happy Sons, to be endow'd with parts, 
'To pain, to pleaſe, and win the deareſt hearts— 
Thou ne'er produc'd but one that could reſiſt, 
The charms of Hebe when a Cambridge kiſt. 
Soon may'ſt thou find a thaw in heavenly,charms, 
And melt a ſoft chaſte ſnow ball in her arms. 


How various are our taſtes of Woman-kind, 
To all we're partial, and in ſome we're blind: 
One loves the brown, others the black, or fair, 
Dome die for eyes, others for teeth or hair : 
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Some men you'll find diſguſted at a ſquint, 
To have one, others will beſtow the Mint: 
Some can deſpiſe the charms of lovely you, 
Yet fall a Martyr to a ſattin ſhoe. 

A ſcarlet cloak, white leg, and linnen gown, 
Will win a ſmile—when card'nals raiſe a frown : 
A clean check'd apron often does more harm, 
Than all that Milliners can make to charm : 
I've known a man in love with no one thing 
About a Beauty, but her apron firing : | 
The cloſe French night caps, or your Engliſh 

mobs, | 

Ofr rifle hearts—yet oftner rifle fobs : 

Great things are done by pattens and a mop, 
Or a Miſs painted in a MilPners ſhop : 
Dappers love women that are wonderous tall, 
Maypoles love you becauſe you're wonderous 
„„ n 

Tis true you're ſmall, a very Fairy Quiet, 
A noſegay gather'd on St. Fames's Green : 
-Pluck'd on the ſweeteſt Banks, the ſweeteſt 
flower, | | 
THE. pride, the bloom, the Beauty of an hour. 
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So Murray roſe, but Lord how long ago ? | 
When Bath was young, and Nafh an infant 
Beau: 
Soar'd from her baſket, to a Chariot Fame, 
And lives this moment with the beſt good name. 
And may you Allen ſtill purſue the roads, 
That lead from Bailiffs, Bagnios, Pimps and 
Bawds : 
Beauty fair Allen like the flowers you bore, 
Are the ſad emblems of a Garden Whore, 


T've done my utmoſt to reſtrain my pen, 
But ftill your deeds drag Satire from his den. 
Was not the caution in another name, i 
To fave yourſelf, your child, your dearer Fame, 
Sufficient Madam, but you'll ſtill perſiſt, 
And tho* maintain'd by one, by hundreds Kift, 
A giddy Mother to forget her caſe, 

Tho' begg'ry lately ſtar'd you in the face; 
And then ſo meanly proſtitute, to down 
To ev'ry Suburb *prentice about Town. 
Once more I give the caution to reform, 
Accept the hint, nor brave the threat'ning ſtorms 
I'lI tell a name, a tale, a Cull will cure, 
Unleſs you drive thoſe puppies from your door: 
Satire's 
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Satire's a ſpider, full of venom too, 

And keeps a Web to tangle ſuch as you. 
"Tis pity makes me here omit your name, 
Nor die, condemn'd to everlaſting ſhame. 


Venus and Hebe both were truly fair, 

But which the faireſt, Ch“ can't declare: 

Skill'd in the tender arts of love divine, 

As you're below in thoſe of luſt, and wine: 

Two ſweeter ſouls, in ſattin never walk d,. 

Two more harmonious tongues, have 1 
talk'd : 

Siſters ye are.in beauty, wit and Grace, 

But grieve that iniquity holds a place : 

I wiſh ye every joy from mighty ſums, 

And hope you'll think before the winter comes: 

China's an emblem of a lovely frame, 

How fragil's China ? Beauty's quite the ſame ; 

Rogers reflect —your Beauty's but a flower, 

Rais'd, budded, . and wither'd in an 
hout.. 

You may reje&t thi . but time will ſhow 
it: 


You had no friend ſo honeſt, as your Poet. 


What 
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What various lies we tell to pleaſe the Fair, 
To make the Fairies vainer than they are: 
Flattery, has ever prey'd on female youth, 

A girl of breeding hates the name of truth : 
In our firſt days when Eve was in her bloom, 
And goodly Adam was her rigid doom: 

That firſt beſt Man requir'd no gloſs of art, 
To win the faireſt Woman to his heart; 

And tho' the firſt, ſweet perfect female made, 
Had the beſt upright man to be her aid: 
Yet ſhe, in ſpite of all that Heaven cou'd do, 


Grew ſick of Bl, and ſigh'd for ſomething 
new: ä 


Gadded abroad, met Flatt'ry in her way, 
And made a rect'ning we ſhall never pay: 
Thus with the Women reſts the maxim ſtill, 
6 Have it we muſt; the riſk be what it will.“ 


Pope I admire, where once the Wit let fall, 
That women have no characters at all: 


Moſt truly true, and every day approv'd, 
Amongſt the Fools a-loving, and belov'd; 
Aſk but the ſex themſelves, the maxim's true, 
Did ever Polly praiſe her Siſter Sue ? 


This 
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* they allow which proves th' aſſertion 
good, 

4 That Mrs. King's no better be ſhe ſhou'd,” 

Firſt Mrs. Manly rails at Mrs. Drew, 

So ſcandal gallops up from Hull to Kew. 

*T was madam Eve that put it firſt about, 

And live it muſt while Scandal forms a rout : 


*Tis all in vain, talk, write, do what you will, 


Woman's a ſad, bad contradiction fill. 

Was I to court a pretty blooming Queen, 

I'd feed her ſquirrel firſt, or praiſe her ſcreen : 
If ſhe admires a dog, you're doubly ſnug, 

To her be civil, but adore dear Pug : 
Sometimes in love indifference may take, 


- Not from a Clown, but often from a Rake : 


*Twas my misfortune, and the caſe was thus, 
J loſt an heireſs by lampooning Puſs : 

She was antique, a morſel for old Nick, 

But then the Darbies ſtung me to the quick: 

I ap'd the Captain, ſtrutted up and down, 

As bold as any Gambler about town: 


But what was worſe, and only t'other day, 


I loſt a beauty by offending Tray : 


I ſwore, 
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I ſwore, and lied as much as Soldier cou'd, 
And proy'd her plainly more than fleſh and 

blood ; 

But all in vain, the ever injur'd Tray, 
Bark'd at my viſits till I went away. 
Betty if this ſhould ever reach thine ear, 
Aſk for my pardon, Betty do by Dear ? 
I ſwear in print, if &er I come to tea, 
III double thee, the elemental fee: 
Try, and eraſe, the little injury done 
That curſed, dirty little Bitches Son: 
Is there no kind reverſion in the eye, 
To make me live, or muſt I bravely die ! 
Will you believe me when I ſwear, and ſay, 
I did not know him, when I kick'd poor Tray: 
Have pity Wilmot do not look aſkew, 
On one who'll ever love, your dog and you : 
Be cautious Lovers how your heels you truſt, 
You very rarely find a lap-dog juſt, 
Witneſs my fate, once thought prodigious ſnug, 
The lovelieſt Woman, with the prettieſt Pug. , 


Things are fo chang'd, een C—h—y wou'd 
not ſquall, 15 
To ſee St. Paul's deck'd for a city hall : 


This 


33 Tu MERE TRICIAD. 

This mighty town is ſo devour'd with luſt, 

There's barely lodging for the chaſte, and juſt : 

Who in the name of wonder would conceit, 

A ſtew, a Fruiterers in St. James's flreet : 

*Tis very true, and you may daily deal 

For Fruit, or Ladies, with good Mrs. N-—— 
The ſweeteſt Belle, here meets her ſtinking 

ſpark, 

Afﬀter a morning's ſtroll about the Park: 

Buys a few pippins, then retires to pleaſe - 

Himſelf, in all the elegance of eaſe : 

Pippins have ever fatal prov'd before, 

From Eve in Eden down to Pompadore + 

But don't miſtake all Fruiterers from this, 

Are modiſh Channels now to modern bliſs : 

That is not always Friend, a general caſe; 

Mark at the Milliners a painted Face: 

That's a true mark of infamy, and fin, 

The ſhop ſhut up, Sir, < you may venture in,” 

Think you it's poſſible the ribband trade, 

Without ſome different ſtitchings to its aid, 

Could keep ſo many pretty gilded Queens? 

No, no, they have far better ways and means. 

There is a rank ſuperior in the air, 


Call d Chamber Milliners where Qual repair; 
Theſe 
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Theſe keep their Blacks, here Chariots too are 
driv'n, | 
And Bank-bills fly like eagles towards heaven. 
*T was here they ſearch'd, when Kitty Hunter 
fled, 18 
And found a Nymph and Baronet in bed: 


The Knight he ſwore, Miſs bluſh'd, the ſcan - 
dal flew, 


And dearer V is no longer new, 
To tell the whole, old Homer would employ, 
And beat the Fools he march'd to conquer Troy, 


80 have I ſeen a brilliant Star retire, 
And leave the nighted lover in the mire: 
Such was thy influence o'er this mighty Town, 
Then Roſs withdrew &'en PLEASURE learnt to 

frown. 

O happy man, I do not know his name, 
Tho' bleſs'd ſo long with thy ſeraphic frame; 
We'll call it generous, when he reſign'd, 
So ſweet a creature to divert mankind : 
Return'd what mighty London griev'd in you; 
Surpaſs'd by none, and parallel'd by few. 
Tho! earthly born, the rival of the ſkies, 
In form a Goddeſs, with an Angel's eyes : 


Vor. I, E Riſe, 


50, Tux MERE TRI CIAD. 
Riſe, Beauty riſe, where Angels only ſoar, 
'*Tis yours to rule, and mortals to adore, 
May you when, weary. here, celeſtial ſhine, 
And ſoar from more than mortal to divine: 
Aſſume your ſeat amongſt your native Stars, 
And conquer Venus, by ſubduing Mars: 
Prove the whole mixture of the Muſes droſs, 
And dull the Graces with the charms. of ; Roſs, 


we ve ſung the living.- Nov let's drop a. 


tear 


Upon the firſt, and faireſt, Harlot's bier: 
Who living mov'd ſuperlatively fair, 
In Wit Minerva, with Idalias & air. 
So young a Muſe, can never dare to raiſe: 

Her little note, on ſuch a form of praiſe; 
Vet ſtill a wretch in theſe Saturnian times, 
Could teaze her Gheſt in. the moſt wretched 

„ .Fhymnes: 
The worſt, ſad outcaſt of the 1 of verſe, 
Not fit to drive. a Garreteer's hearſe; 
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Baſe greaſe of rhytne, with leſs than mongrel's 
tongue, 
A mere vile muſhroom of a Scribbler's dung: 5 
If ought would move her injur'd Ghoſt to riſes 
Thy jargon would, to tare thy Muſe's eyes : 
Read this, and fly, ſad baſe-born abject ſlave, 
And pilgrim like, do penance at her grave: 
Inſcribe theſe lines to Fame, and Beauty writs 
(And tranſcribe on till I allow thee wit.) 
Here lies the pride of Beauty, ſenſe, and ſhamez 
Who dare to WoFFINGTON refuſe this fame | 


How's in the firſt edition cou'd we bas | 
Amongft the fam'd, the fam'd itinerant laſs 2 | 
Who by her motions in the wriggling trade, | 
Two ſterling thouſands, fairly, cleanly made; | 
What muſt be done, when grown ſo very rich! 
Travel in whoredom' 8 2 peculiar itch; 

Vet that was hers, and mighty odd. for ſooth ! 
She ſkim'd from Dover, to the milder South: 
Swung from Verſailles, up to the Paiſbas : | 

Then down i in raptures to the banks of Po: 
Thro' gay Auſonia wore the regal ſmile, 

And ap'd a Princeſs of Britannia's Iſle ; 


E 2 Maintain'd 
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Maintain'd the circle of affected grace, 

A very Steuart in the very face. 

When caſh grew low, with dignity ſhe ſwung, 

From the ſoft warb'lings of the Eunuch's tongue, 

Plan'd out a rout according to her purſe, 

And reach'd ſad Calais juſt two thouſands worſe ; 

Roll'd o'er the turgid billows of the ſea, 

And read new fortune in the dregs of tea ; 

Review'd the cliffs from Whence enrich'd ſhe 
and; |. 

But 'ſpite of ev 'ry effort—tears prevail'd z 

To town return'd, reſum'd the Harlot's chair, 

No bird's back- ſide ſo poor, or half ſo bare. 

Thus Steuart liv'd, but now grown rather ſtale, 

We kindly pay her—jufſt to hear her tale. 


Did &er a quality poſſeſs the man, 

That ſought a fame upon the baſeleſs plan 
Of Woman's ruin. Does not the Soul recoil ? 
Typ ſee Man ſtudy to ſeduce, and ſpoil: 
Man, he is none—a monſter's far too great 
For him, who means to hurt the Virgin's ſtate, 
What cou'd produce, or rear that manly ſhape ; 
And grant one paſſion to commit a rape: 


. 3 Beſtow'd 
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Beſtow'd a form, without one good beſide ? 
A compound, made of ignorance, and pride, 
Swell'd with all evils that Pandora nam'd, 

And ev'ry other vice the world ſince fram'd ; 

Can earth produce a character like this ? 

Yes! and he wounds when e'er he ſtoops ta 
kiſs : - | 

Behold thoſe Forms, on whom he whilom ſmil'd, 

Thrice wiſe, and lovely—now alas! defil'd 

Yet ſtill the Fair, are fo intent to pleaſe, 

They'll love the Serpent if he bends his knees; 

Nay curſe his heart, and dread a Siſter's fall, 

And prove the pleaſure, tho' they dread the gall, 

Could ſuch a form ſo lovely—ſo divine, 

So ſweet, ſo wiſe, ſo innocent—as thine ? 

Be ſo regardleſs of a C*?'s fame, 

To blaſt thyſelf, thy family, thy name: 

Soft, gentle Fair, whom Heay'n defign'd ta 

- pleaſe, | 

Not fall a prey to ſcandal and diſeaſe; * 

How could the pureſt mind be ſo betray'd ! 

To yield a wretch the honours of a Maid. 

Too well you knew the character he bore, 

Too well you knew a Female's fate before, 
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And yet ſo raviſh'd with a manly form, 

To board the bark—and braye the — 
O Cet, Cet, had I known thee then, 

Thy wrongs had never mov'd the Muſe's pen; 5 
The noble honour'd Siſterhood had ftrove, 

To hide the wretch from memory, and loye : 


Think, when he'd gather d all the bloom of 


May, 
He roſe, and ſmelt, and caſt che ſweets away, 


Inform'd the parent of a Daughter“ s fate, 


Smil'd on her folly—and unhappy fate. 
Would ye, ye Fair, be cautious whom ye Prove, 
Ye rarely meet a true return in Love: 
The Man of Courage, and the Man of Senſe, 


Never betray the lovely innocence ; 


By Heav'n they's re ſent to ſave and guard the 


Fair, 


And make your Virtue their peculiar care; 


The fool alone diſturbs your bleſs'd repoſe, 


The Men of Senſe were never eee, 


1 loye a widow that repairs to town 
Toj jigs and flirt, her bumpkin up and town; 
Brings up a babe to prove her yirtuous life ; 
And would perſuade you that ſhe was a wiſe: 

A worn- 
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A worn-out cant trump'd up ſo long before, 
It only proves her a far greater whore. 
We've eyes, and ſee—nay ears, and hear thee 
And tongues, ſweet Madam—which, muſt cea- 
ſure you. 


If on a Chariot —e'er a boy you find, 
Or when Mam walks, he, twenty ſteps behind 5 
Or in the Park, or ſome leſs public walk, 
A child in hand, the maid a fcarlet cloak, 
You in your mental memorandum place, 


Both babe and Lady of the ſp purious race. 


Murray and Corbet thus came up to town, 
Club for a Carriage, tho' they deen a gown : 
Try all they can, to paſs for ſomething | great, 
The very method that betrays their fate. 

So men in liquor (like a tawdry punk) 
Aim to ſpeak plain, by Which they prove they'r re 
trunk. 


* 
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Here all Embaſſadors, prodigious ſnug, 

Preſerve their fair ones from the City Bug : 

| Many around the Abbey chooſe to fleet, 

| But Doctors vow no air's like Marg'ret-Street, 

| Here from the morning to the midnight hour, 

| | Rap, rap, rap, rat, my Lord is at the door. 

[| When gone — anon — you hear the Templer's ſtruts 
He, like my Lord too — loves a game at put. 
A Captain next pops in too, wond' rous fly, 
He thinks unſeen, becauſe he winks an eye; 

Preſents the King moſt ſweetly ſet in gold, 

Tnen marches off to quarters, ſtout and bold. 
An eſſenced Beau, the laſt attacks the Dame, 
And ſighs all night, the pureneſs of his flame: 
Five times the golden picture ſmartly gives, 
She vows, he is the ſweeteſt man that liyes; 
Early away the dear Sir Umbra trips, 

Vovwing no coral can excel ſuch lips. 

bo ms day at noon, my Lord makes his approach : 

ut at the corner leaves the motto'd Coach; 

He hopes ſhe's well, and free from ev'ry care, 

She vows, ſhe's ever ſad but when he's there. 

| Thus Ladies pick our pockets, and our brains, 

| And we, {till blinded—reſt their dying Swains : 


It's 
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it's quite the ſame with horſes, Lord, or you, 
The whole they drive alike— 7e up- -je hu. 


Now ſtare the world now, prodigies begin! 
Behold, a learned Banker's Clerk ta'en in. 
By what, by whom; how, ſay? now, when 

or where, 
At th' Coronation, or the Smithfield Fair: 
Neither, yet both, and that may too ſurprize, 
A ging'bread bargain—and a market Prize. 
But how was this dear harmleſs youth to blame ! 
She hore a Burford's dignity and name: 
Prov'd five and twenty thouſand _ debt 
clear, 
And good eight ads ferling too per year, 
Egad dull reader, you'll excuſe this whim, 
It might havehumm'd wiſe you, as well as him. 
Suppoſe it had ?—well then ſuppoſe it had? 
In courſe the world muſt ſurely call thee mad. 
Think with what dignity and Love ſhe mov'd, 
Who durſt refuſe, when by an Angel loy'd ; 
She ſpoke the living languages as pat, 
'As old tea goſſips gabble out their chat: 


All 
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All things /ſherknew—whilft I was green and 

young, N 
I'm not the firſt undone by woman's tongue: 
Think what a genius, if but chaſte as ſmart, - 
The cleareſt head, with ſure the vileſt heart: 
Her wit and genius ſhe would hardly uſe, 
Unleſs to bilk her lodgings, or the ftews ; 
Her only aim was pageantry and ſtuff, 
The dear duration, trivial as her ſnuff; 
The boy Adonis had he ſeen the Jay, 
Had hated Venus to this very day: 
In ſhape ſo lovely there ne'er was another, 
Crpid might even hugg'd her for his Mother. 
Theſe names ſhe bore, as need and profit drew, 
Merchant, Barnes, Errington, and Morgan too: 
In each ſhe miov'd with well affected eaſe, 
And tho' fictitious, never fail'd to pleaſe. 
Her falſe connubial cant would ſtagger truth, 
Her maiden ſtratagems betray'd my youth; 
A Widow, Miſs, or Wife perhaps to day, 
In France her huſband, er alas at fea; 
When ſhe addreſs'd, a pleaſing Maid ſhe mov'dy 
I gaz'd, I wonder'd, and alas ! I lo d. 
She ſhow'd the virtues of the ſweeteſt mind, 
By genius nouriſh'd, and by time refin'd ; 

I only 
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T only weep, a wit like her's ſhould raiſe, 
So vile a fabrick on ſo firm a baſe. 
Forgive me reader, for I cannot rail, 
Thoꝰ e en her deeds have merited a jail. 
Vet let us hope ſhe may repent the crime, 
And find forgiveneſs in a tranſport-clime. 


O-whatainame! rever'd in days of yore, 
As Maid, Queen, Princeſa, —— Coun- 
teſs—W hore, | 
When-e'er the round O dignifiess name, 
So ſurely blown from out the Trump of Fame: 
Theſe names in verſe run ſmooth as apple- 
'barrows, 
| O' Smilies, © Brien's, and O' Harrd's, 
* Kelly's, O' Lochlin's, and O' Courcy's too, 
Have been great men and waded Liffey thro' ; 
From them fair Nelly you derive your name, 
And genuine beauties muſt eſtabliſh fame: 
Such ſoft endearing ſymmetry of parts, 
Muſt ſoften Hermits down to Lover's hearts: 
Why ſhould Hibernia let her daughters roam, 
Why not conkig'd to conquer hearts at home? 
Dublin ſhould ſtop theſe beauties with her tolls, 
And not export them to torment our ſouls ; 
Will 
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. Will not, O'Brien Dublin then ſuffice ? 


But Britain too muſt ſuffer from your Eyes : 
Have mercy beauty—and pray learn to feel, 
And claſp the Suppliant when he aims to kneel. 


Now turn my Muſe, behold, this pomp of 
woe | 


The dull proceſſion, and the dirge how ſlow. 


Whores, Bawds, and Pimps, make up the 


grateful train, | 


To mourn the bodies which old Nick has ta'en. 
An hundred watchmen, with their lights and 


polls 
Proceed, but now omit their midnight calls ; 


Ten ragged green girls, for the garden's praiſe, 


With tops of leeks, and nettles ſtrew the ways; 
Then big in fleſh ſee mother EAs TsM IT ſtride, 


With Gourp and Gavpsy, nn by her 


* PS 3 


fide ; 


| To bear their trains, behind three pages Creep, 


| Hitt, Vzws, and STIs K almoſt a« 


14 


ſleep: 
Then two, by oY a dozen. Bagnio pimps, 
Behind them move, as many tarn down nymps : 


Next 
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Next from each playhouſe, with the ſalt-box 


come 
A Snuffer, Sweeper, Trumpeter, and Drum 
Then ſalus, hops a dull Orebęſtran flute, 
Behind him waddles a theatric Mute: 
Now, of each Houſe, five under- ſtrappers came, 
Behind, as many Guinea Tits of fame, 
Dreſs'd in a flimſy, unbecoming woe, 
Pamping for tears, but not a tear will flow : 
The chief of theſe, for tongue and ſcandal 
known, 
Miſs Innis ſhe, no gliber upon town; 
Behind her four of leis ignoble fames, 
Raymer, Moor, MITCHELL, DRroneDA 
their names, 
Fenkins, and pretty Bivdy W1NGFIELD bore. 
The tatter'd enſigns of the tatter'd Corps: 
Behind them BRABSANT, Benson, Cook, and 
BLAND, 
Then Cat, $0Lus, with a nightman' s wand 3 
Next mov d ſix Bailiffs, hung with horrid writs, 
W hich almoſt frighted GARDNER into fits, 
Who behind them, aflum'd her awful ſtand, 
With a memento mori in her hand: 


In 
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In ſolemn cloaks; juſt hirꝰd for the time, 

Ten Bagnio Chairmen, hobble on in rhyme, 

Follow'd by STEwARtD, HAMBLzTON," anf 
TRAIL; 

Who, for the night, had 56 bbtain's a bail 3 © 

With Whips revers'd; twelve Hackney 'coach< 

men mod, | 

Then SacRot fair, ant 'Bvcttty the belov'd; 

SPENCER; GoRE, MonDay, EInGtoROUCH. 
and GoLD, 

| March'd on as ſolemn as St. Paul's is*toll'% 5 

Above the reſt, majeſtic ELt1oT's ſeen, 

Deck'd in a modern mantle of pea- green; 

Her right-hand fill'd with things unfit to tell, 

The left, the bloody knife that flew Miſs Bell; 

STAMFORD and Loupox walk'd in flaming redz 

And G1FFoRD with a jordan on her head, 


In which the incenſe for the facred rite, 


Was neatly cover'd from the vulgat's fight. 
Solus, advanc'd a garden claret blade, 
Crown'd with a paper Cap, of bills unpaid, 
Silent and ſad as any Rogue con'd be, 
That halter rode, to 'dreaded'Tybuyi tree; 
Behind, in ſnowy fattin, Hol us advinc'd, 
In ſpite of. ev'ry pious effort danc'd ; 

25 5 High 
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High on a wand the will of Dover as hung, 
And Bet the praiſes of the Donor.ſung 
Round het five infants, fam'd for ſnrilleſt ſounds, 
Alternate echo'd,— Holmes five hundred pounds. 
High above all, was fam'd SAL L PArKer ſeen, 
Dreſs'd in a footy, diſmal. bumbaſin; 
Drawn by three horſes in a muddy wain, 
Hired at the George in antient Drum- Lane; 
Her hands alternate oer each mourner's head, 
Ordure, with opium mixt, profuſely ſpread; 
Three Negro boys, of curſt Antigua's clime, 
Deputed Cupid's, for the difmal time; 
Wain rumbl'd, wheels groan'd, with the 
weighty charge, a | 
As muddy Thames does with my Lord Mayor's 
barge : 
Two Gambian Virgins fan'd the painted Doll, 
And two more bore an Indian par- aſol: 
Next, to make up the Motley, howling pack, 
A Steed bore Benct and HAR DEN back to 
back ; 
Walkers, full eighty, from the Strand appear, 
As many Garden ſhoe-blacks, grace the rear; 


A thou-+ 
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A thouſand links on either fide for grief 


Weep as they burn,—and Buck nussT lo! 
their chief. 


Thus, from the realms of honour'd Drury-Lane 


Came this proceſſion to the Garden Fane ; 


' Of which fam'd Derry was appointed prieſt ; 


And tho' in function greateſt, yet was leaſt ! 
When all were gather'd in the hallow'd rails, 


Bob, from a topſy-turvy. baſket hails ! 


« We're here afſembl'd on the nobleſt themes, 

% To mourn great DoucLas, WHEATHERBY, 

and WHEMEs; 

« To lay the ghoſt of DEVExN Or that ſtalks, 

« And frights the watchmen in their midnight 
«© walks; 


e To bind Miſs Casszr's ever reſtleſs foul, 


« Which ſhocks the Hum—hums with her 
c cloiſter'd howl ; 


| a & And to exhort each godly pious whore, 


E. To live, and die, as they have done before:“ 
This ſaid, he took the pot from GirForD's 
head, 


And o'er a crazy ſtall the incenſe ſpread ; 


Which Buck Hus fr'd by order with his link, 


| And thro' the mob, the wind diffus'd the ſtink ; 


When 


TY MERE TRICIAD. 65 


When lo! again the prieſt, dread filence broke, 
And thus renew'd his grating, diſmal croak : 
© Earth lightly lay ;—thou world revere their 
names, 
& And juſtice do their morals, and their fames.” 
Whores, Bawds, and Bunters, Dangers, Boys, 
and Men, | 
In cadence hoarſe, re-bellow out Amen. 
When in confuſion the proceſſion broke, 
And ev'ry mourner march'd, eclips'd in ſmoak ; 
All diffrent ways, on diffrent errands run, 
Men to undo! and girls to be undone. 


UITE weary'dof my part I quit the ſtage, 
And curſe the Cringers of a lying age : 
How can an honeſt Muſe expect to live, 
When Rogues, Thieves, Pimps, and Sons of 
Sodom thrive : 
Whoredom's to theſe, an honourable trade, 
You ne'er meet Honour. but you may a 
Maid : 
I never held my tongue, or told a lye, 
Int'reſt I've none, —and Int'reſt I defy ; 


Vol. I. F Unhappy 
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Unhappy now is honeſt England's lot, 
For all but Scotchmen are by G-, forgot: 


Ofer the rough ſeas PII traverſe with my rhime, 
And ee for virtue in a Savage clime. 


YE r repent, put on your deepeſt 
weeds, 


See half the world maintains young Gany- 
medes ! 


Go to the Magdalene, there pious ba wi, 
And CRARLEY DixcLey will accept ye all: 
The ſons of Sodom now eſcape a jail, 
Eaſy as Peter did, when Angels gave him bail, 


Adieu, ye fair, —adicu voluptuous time; 
All Fools adieu—adieu ye Fools of rhime, 
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Hoc quoque compoſui, PELIGNIS natus aquoſis, 
Ille ego neguitiæ Naso Poteta mew. 
Hoc quoque juſſit Amor—procul hinc—procul eft ſevere > 
Nam eſtis teneris apta theatra modis. | 
Me legat in ſponſi facie non frigida wirgo * 
Et rudis ignoto tactus amore puer. 


Vimeo; 


J am the Man, the Naso of my time, 

Born on the HumBuR,—fam'd for luſcious rime © 

J writ the firft,—Love bids me write again. 
Away—ye cold, ye rigid, ye profane: | 
Begone==lelt I offend with genial joys * 

Come melting Maids and read, — Come longing Boys ! 


AVE you not ſeen, upon a market day, 
H A butcher's ſhop, the meat in bright array? 


Have you not ſeen amidſt the tempting treat, 


The butcher's daughter, tidy, fair, and neat ? 
F 4 Her 
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Het bkefy thetks; her ſkin of mutton fat, 
Have they not made your heart go pit. a. put ? 
fave you not wiſlt'd yourſelf 4 fly, to fkip 
From leg to loin, and riot on her lip! *% 

For ſuch a Mi UsE who wou'd not riſk his life, 
When ſhe ſtabs deeper than the butcher” s knife? 


Hail! HaxxiOr "OD al makes her 
daily food | 


Of that, which paſſion rears to ſhed her blood. 
| Thrice happy woman, who with joy can feed, 


Can kiſs with rapture that, which makes her 
dleed: 

The Lamb, the maid, from dfprent cauſes feel 
From diffrent feelings lick the butcher's ſtrel: 


_ Kind Charlotte Hays who entertains the ram, 


With ſuch daten tender, nice houſe- Lamb. 


* Be thou my River; in ſpite of pedant-fools 
Who walk, eat, drink, and ſleep by colle 15 


rules: 
Pix pus I paſs— call miſtreſs Clio--brim, 


Thalia bilk—but knock at Jenny's whim 2 


I'm for no airy, viſionary flut, 
Wit whom f many Wits hate puya at put 3 
| Give 


Give me an Engliſh muſe, ſhe'll make me 
ſpeak, 


Beyond a jilt—in ballads prais'd in Greek : 


This is my whim—T'm fond of all things new, 
I go to Goadby's—not Apollo's ftew ; 

In all I'm odd—T'm mark'd where'er I paſs, 

PeGasvus threw me—ſo I ride an aſs: 

Have I your pity ? when you cry poor fool! 

He neither lives, nor writes, nor rides by rule. 


Hence with your rules—T11 have them not 
—begone, 

They're muſty ſaws, fit for a parſon's tongue, 
Why ſhould I mention Mother Method's ſchool, 
When all my pupils err, and err by rule: 
There is not one but hath been tripping caught, 
And not one guilty found of one chaſte thought: 
Then ceaſe this mighty ſtir, thou mighty fool, 


Muſe, theme, and words, are aliens born ta 
1 ule, 


Thouſands there are upon this whiſking ball, 
Who ſin by rule, who never pray at all: 
Many at meals are punctualſome at ſtool, 
All cheat by chance, and all get rich by rule: 


F 4 Kings 


2 TR COURTESAN. 
Kings rule by rules; Queens try by rules to 
. ſmile, 
Scots fawn by rules, by fawning rule this iſle : 
Stateſmen deceive by rule, and gamblers play, 
Harlots by rule delight, and biſhops pray : 
In all but good we act by drowſy rule, 
The whore, the prieft, the minifter, the fool. 
The muſe her ſtings to ſons of folly ſends, 
She cenſures not by rule—nor yet commends; 
To prudes of ſilken vice ſhe dares to ſpeak, 
She draws no tear down V1RTUE's rural cheek, 
Curſt be the lines if ſmooth ſo'er they run, 
That ſtab unjuſtly, or detract in fun, 
That ſhun a ſtateſman, when the ſtar ſhould 
feel 

The poet's pen, beyond a FELTON's ſteel: 
And doubly curſt thoſe rimes, tho* ſmooth they 
. 

That wound the boſom of a patriot man. 
Or ſwerve from truth and call a S#—* brave, 
Or force a lie and call my WIXkxs a flave. 


This Hero, by a great ſtroke of Generalſhip, ſaved 
his Majeſty's Horſe at Minden, 


My 
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My Wirxxs is fled, and muſt my Ch“ too 
Fly, weep away her widowhood with you: 
O! muſt. we loſe the muſic of her tongue, 
For kings have liſten'd when a Ch“ ſung : 
Muſt ſhe withdraw who made fo great a ſtir, - 
And leave her kitchen to a Milliner ! 
Forbid it Venus, pray relent my lord, 
Have pity, do not ſend the maid abroad ! 
O! what a conqueſt will that friar make, 
Who makes a convert of ſo old a rake: 5 
We've things more ſtrange recorded ſtill in 

paint, 

Ch* may make a mighty jolly Saint: £ 
Better than Agnes“ ſhe may ſurely prove, 
Not in the feats of arms, but feats of love: 
But can he bear to let you croſs the ſeas, 
A miſtreſs blefs'd with ſo much 'corp'ral caſe ? 
My lord remember in the youth of life, 
When burnt in wood and for a banker's wife: 
Thou wert the man made mighty Orleans frown, 
And vied in ſplendor with the Gallic crown : 
Ne'er mind the world, by ſcandal be it ſaid, 
It is no crime my lord to keep a maid : 
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Be it a crime—'twill not diſturb her bliſs, 


The very worſt is gallant P*t's miſs ; 


A Miſs the wonder of a courteous age, 

A Miſs the pleaſure of the dull, and ſage, 

A Miſs who'll toy an hundred ſummer days, 
And with her earnings makean evening's blaze, 
A Miſs fo bleſs'd in the more noble parts, 

A Miſs fo juſt a judge of Engliſh hearts, 

A Miſs ſo {kill'd in politicks, and plots,. 

To make a anion of the WHics and Scots 2 
A Miſs ſo truly chaſte, fo truly juſt, 


To hold a veſtal's place of ſacred truſt ; 


A Miſs, to end her qualities, and life, 

A Miss, a maid, a widow, and a wife. 

Hail ! Miſs, hail ! maid, who firſt inſpir d my 
lays, | 

Can I forget thee in this ebb of praiſe ? 


Can I—-oh! can I afk? ceaſe babbling muſe, 
Miu thou neer quit this ſcandal, this abuſe? 
Never.— Thon ſhalt, By Love's plump bum I 


ſwear, 
His Mother's bubbies, and the grace's hair, 
I never will.-—Suppoſe with all her flate, 


Beyond e en that of rich Cori nthian date, 


When 
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When wanton Lais fo luxurious thought, 

Or that which Thais Alexander taught, 

When high Per ſepotis by that fair punk 

Was burnt ;, and godlike Alexander drunk, 

Reel d with bis toreh where that fair Gyp/y led, 

And by the royal light retir d to bid : 

If in a flate, fuperior to all this, 

She ſhould invite thee to her throne of bliſs, 

Mud ft thou refuſe? —No, I would make my 
; Peace 

Wich her, on ſome rich couch of downy eaſe ; 

Appoint-the congreſs, nor belieye me vain, 

When manhved ſwears, the Marr ſhall not 

complain. | 

If you reject the challenge, mark behind 

The power of rime, the batd how very kind. 


* 


Of all the females nature ever made 
For pleaſure, buſineſs, gay ty, or parade; 
None can at once thoſe four great paſſions prove 
Like thou, great miſtreſs of the art of leur; 
Whether the lean, lank ſoldier, or the cit, 
The ſturdy parfon, or the drunken wit; 
The frothy player, or the chalkſtone ſage, 
The college ſtripling, more laſcivious age, 

| The 


© | 
4 
N 
| 
\ 
| 
: 
| 
Fx 
{i 
: 
{ 
: 


76 Tut COURTESAN, 
The ſcurvy noble, or the tawny tar, 

All, one and all enjoy thy ſoft guittar, 

All feaſt with appetite, confeſs with glee, 
Nothing can move in tune but KENNED EE. 
By moſt I'm thought a dabler in the trade, 
And from experience, this obſervance made; 
It is a Coffee-houſe, the entrance ſmall, 


Once fairly in, there's room enough for all: 


Or like the Helleſpont, on whoſe high ſtrand; 
The lov'd fam'd Seſtos, and Abydos ftand ; 
The deepeſt ſtream pent with the ſtraiteſt lea, 
For all within's Propontis, and the ſea: | 
Nay could you croſs this ſea, you'd find again, 
Another Boſp'rus, and another main. | 


The clock ſtruck ſix—when ev'ry tea-cup 


turn'd, 


With love and with hot water Kitty burn'd ; 

| Each would at times upon the ſurface play, 
Vet both conſpir'd to melt the maid away. 
So have I ſeen acroſs the rolling tide, 

A youth attempt to reach the adverſe ſide; 

In vain he ſtrove, with art and ſtrength to gaing 
And ous deluded roll'd into the main. 


Such 
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uch is the girl, love neſtling in her eye, 

In vain ſhe ſtrives, love gives her tongue the 
lye; 

Melting like dripping at the Bedford fire, 

She ſeeks the Park to quench the fierce deſire: 

Chooſes the ſhadieſt part, grows ſick of light, 

And every moment ſeems an age to night: 

By paſſions torn, by prudence check'd ſhe roves, 

Now firm to yield, and now ſhe flies the groves : 

| Reſolv'd to ſpeak, ſhe ſtops, ſhame warms her 
cheek, 

She won't, ſhe will, ſhe can, ſhe cannot ſpeak : 

 Amidft theſe conflicts Me—d—t appears, 

The ſmootheſt, greyeſt villain of his years ; 

With ſugar'd ſpeeches moves the doubtful part, 

And conquer'd Kitty, ſighs beneath the ſmart. 

Paſſions, and ſnow balls each by motion ſwell, 

And Kitty finds her little heart rebel ; 

Full of deſires ſhe ſighs for this, and that, 

Her heart for ev'ry man goes pit-a · pat; 

Thus by degrees ſhe ſteps upon the Town, 

And what's ſo common pray, as Kitty Brown ? 


Laugh, 
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Laugh, I muſt laugh to bear ſuch fumblets 
ſwear | 
That thou'rt a maid—and on the town 4 year. 
Fail wanton Amazon! yell done's thy part, 
When none could find the conduit to thy heart: 
Laugh —I ſhall burſt my ſides, to think our 
GUARDS 
Deelar'd thee chaſte, fo well thou play dſt thy 
cards, ; ? 
Although they charg'd thy fortlet foot and horſe, 
You roſe next morning not one pin the worſe. 
Thus wanton Amazon of keen delight, 
By day you heal's, what they bad broke by 
night; | | 
Not in Penelope's (thy name fake's) way, 
- By night undoing what the did by day; 
Cleanly revers d by you, dear am'rous Pen, 
A ten years maidenhead to ten ſcore men. 
Hail pretty Pen ! thy Gize, thy colours prove, 
Thou art deſcended from the queen of Love: 
| Who may we thank for ſuch a curious maid, 
But hy long ſiſter ? —Whofe long thriving 
trade, | 
Has made her long the wonder of this town, 
Till thou a wond'rous wonder here was ſhown, 
But 


/ 
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But HARRTOr, like all human things muſt fall, 
In ſpite of brick and mortar, paint and ball : 
Take heed you ſplit not on a ſiſter's rocks; 
Joy to ſweet STEPHENS with her golden locks ! 


Luſt, the moft ſocial paſſion of the ſoul, 
Sweet to indulge, but ſtubborn to controul z 
A paſſion, which the god of nature gave 
The free enjoyment of to king, to flave : 
Which the polite, through ſtrainers more re- 

fin'd, | | 

Call gentle love, the joy of womankind. 

Then love, or luſt, (for call it which ye pleaſe) 

Leads to one end—the happy road to eaſe: 

Softeſt amuſement which we all profeſs, 

As conſtitution dictates, more, or leſs: 

Unleſs it is the chaſte Platonic mind, 

Which courts without emotion womankind; 

If ſuch dull ſauls poſſeſs our duller youth, 

It may be impotence, it can't be truth. 
We've ſome of hotter, ſome of colder make, 

And ſome whoſe drowſy paſſions never wake, 

Some ripe at tafteen, ſome at twenty two, 

Nay, ſome at twelve are ripe and rotten too. 


That 


' 
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That maid I moſt admire, whoſe keener loves 

Stir'd by ſome youth, ** beſt her heart ap- 
proves, | 

Longs to enjoy, or the * in time 

Wear her fair beauties out, before their prime: - 

If diſappointment ſinks her brilliant eyes, 


She pines in thought, ſmiles cke n and 
dies. 


In David's days, in that moſt pious eme, 


Ere Prieſts pronounc'd polygamy a crime; 
When Kings on many caſt the luſcious eye, 
And kept that law=-encreaſe and multiply ; - 
There twas no fin, there Nature they obey d, 
Great as a pleaſure, vulgar as a trade! 


Her I deſpiſe, whoſe proſtituted mind 


Is more to money, than her joy inclin'd : 


Wo like old Cheop's daughter works in ſhame, 


To make a pyramid to damn her fame. 
Our Lady V. — amidſt her youthful heats, 
Jever perform d ſuch mercenary feats; 
he Ptolemaick ſyſtem wond'rous wide, 
And the large Iſraelitifh ſhe has try'd ; 
Try'd on a happy plan to pleaſe herſelf, © 


Without one venal thought of gaining pelf: 


And 


\ 
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And in her very joys has done more god, ET: 
Than thoſe who boaſt an apathy of blood: 


O could my pen ſuch frozen bedlams move . 


To Hell I'd ſweep them, where they'd find no 
love, 2 fs ar” | 


Parents there are, too many fo we're told, 
By age made callous, and the thirſt of gold; 

Who loſe their fire as they approach the tomb; 
Who wonder, how their daughters in their bloom 
On man can ruminate, can pine, can weep; 

Becauſe: their hearts retain ſo cold a ſleep:: 
If ye your children love—avoid theſe ſhelves, 


Nor once n e young, 8 3 * 1 
ſelves. 1 -Þ- 


| Weep 5 that pretty creature Abe. lock d 
| up, et 1 # 
Bread but to eat, ** water but to ſup; 3 
Denied the gen'ral air, the noon-tide walk, ; 
Lo! how ſhe bites her nails, and pines on 
chalk, 

For ſome' ſoft aflighation i in the Park, 
With ſome delightful meteor. of a ſpark : 


Vox. J. G | But 
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But Betty there unbars the parent's plan, 
And Scotland] joins her to the happy man. 
Such r igid acts but prompt a ftronger luſt, 


For TY with woman's $ ſomething more than 
| du 


Great Cæſar conquer'd, when &er Cæſar fought, 
Yet.Czſar's arm ne er kill'd like Czſar's coat. 
Such girls I love, ſych parents I condemn, 
All daughters muſt—T'll anſwer for all men. 
Is it not moſt unnatural to move — 
What nature firſt implanted, genial loye 2 
Say, can the Leopard change his ſpots ?—or can 
The Maid tear from her heart the dear lov'd 
man. | 
From obſtacles like thaks, our paſſions ie, 
And one raſh moment blaſts our future joys: 

In this Miſs Hux TER play'd the Roman part, 
The man poſſeſſing, who poſſeſs'd her heart. 
Great is the ſoul which fears no vulgar awe, 
| But proves with pride that love's her beſt, great 


Some men there are who ſeek a kind of name, 
And think it great to wound a woman's fame ; 


* Curs'd-- 
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Curs'd be that man, whole baſe degen rate 
„ e 5 
Allures the maid to ruin, When pöſſeſt 
Leaves her on ſeas of grief, promiſcuous hitl'd, 
The feorh of kindred, and a ſeornful Worlds 
For C* wrongs, ſuch, ſhould by Heay'n be 
And of ſuch cowards M* the firſt; | 
Sweet injur'd innoeente, whom favage man, 
By various wiles has ſtudied to trepan; 
Who dead to ev*ty tender virtue, boaſts 
Your fall, once queen of all the neighd'rit 
. toalts, 
But hear ye fair an abſolution giv in, 
An abſolution furely meant by Heaty'h : 
Love, the moſt gen'rous paſſion of the mind, - 
Softeſt aſyluth intiocenice can find z 
Love is not fin, but where 'tis ſinful love, 
And when a crime, firſt pardon'd too above. 
Tis not the woman—'Tis the man who ſwore 
Honwur to you, and made the erime the more: 
Is there a ſin? (if women ſin at all) 
So very light, ſo very trivial; 


e The 
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Ihe firſt command God iflu'd from the ſky, 

Was to each pair“ encreaſe and multiply.” 

In pious days, amongſt the choſen ſeed, 

The act of propagation was a meed : 

Then why ſhould theſe more luſcious days de- 

| cree 

The female damn'd, and not the debauchee ? 

Is this our pious, great religion too, | 

O ſhame upon't ! fo old, fo bad, ſo new: 

A neighbour” s fame traduc'd o'er dregs of tea, 

Is capital, is downright infamy. 

Is this religion ?—where's that parent's heart 

Who damns his child ?—yet never wy the 
art, | 

The lures, the ways, the ſpecious means com- 
bin'd 

To win her tender heart, her ſoul, ber mind; 

Is. there no pity for the babe we bred, 

„ Nurs'd on our knees, and at our boſoms 

| | fed 4 

Say, can we from ourſelves ſo ſoon depart, 

4 So ſoon. forget the darling of our heart?“ 

Shall ſhe, becauſe her virgin honour's torn 

By him ſhe loy'd—become the public ſcorn ? 


Shall. 
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Shall ſhe for want to proſtitution bend, 


And 'mongſt the brutes of lewdneſs ſearch 2 
friend. 


Shall ſhe find even pity in a bawd, 

Or at a Dinlgey's feet lay down her load! 
Shall ſne become a Magdalene, and find 

A way to Heaven ſhut againſt her kind ? 

Or ſhall her virtue (for *tis virtue ſure) 

Make her for want of character, endure 

The night's bleak air, the flinty ſtreet her bed, 


Starving her babe, and dying, begging bread d! 


Or ſhall ſhe let it teaſe the wither'd breaſt ; 
Till ſinking in her wearied arms to reſt, 
Death cloſes up the clinging baby's eyes, 


And the poor mother” burſts with gricf—and 1 


dies? 


Ye wedded dames whenno üüremistith det 


To drink ſuch bitter draughts, who never knew 
A baſe, vile man, have pity on your ſex, 
Nor leave your ſiſters to become ſuch wrecks ? 
Hail wedded love! and hail thrice happy they ! 
Who live to love, and living love t'obey. 
Think not by ſuch digreflions, that I mean 
To TREE the proſtitute, or ſave that queen, 
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Whoſe ſtinking actions, whoſe inceſtuous guilt, 
Whoſe luſtful appetites, carniy'rous luſt, _ 
Made her commit ſuch endleſs blots of ſhame, 
That even Romę proſerib d a Julia's, name : 
Nor think I mean, to ſtimulate the ſou ß, 
That like a beaſt, the man.inflam'd ſhould pro 
The ſtreets, and 1 ros, are wharedan: 
ſquat _ 
On het broad-tail. 8 Wee n 
No; — L ſhall mark the acts of thoſe; who. W 
From truth and honpurn, thoſe men who deſerye- 
From deeds, of public ſhame. to feel | 
The poet!s, pen, beyond th' aſſaſſin's ſteel. 
Dark, bloody things like theſe I dare, e 
When ſuch a uretch as Sn ſtab id Miſs Bell: 
When money choak dup juſtice, ſtop'd thebreath 
Of truth, and made her die a nat'ral death: 
I Se e ſorn Qrmay. mn ap- 
NAI. 
Not paſs, like this which ne! m0 air. 


Come J emmy Twitcher, whoſe, adult'rate 
fame, 


Viakes thee aii mongſt * fons. of 
OO 


Come 
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Come Jemmy Twitcher, whoſe creative brain, 
Ne'er ſery'd the poor, or brought the: maſter 

gain ; 
Come Jemmy Fwitcher ſmalleſt *mongſt the 
ſmall, 

And firſt begin thy little bunter's ball : 
Moſt pious peer, whoſe piety is ſhown, - 
By giving dances to the whores in town, 
Rais'd for his virtues to à place of ſtate, 
Tho' in the knack of ſinning only great: 
He mongſt his fiends a ſecond Satan ſtands, 
And when he ſwears, hisdevils clap their hands. 
This is the man who firſt impeach'd his friends 
And on his ruin rofe,. yet could not lend 
One cobweb virtue from his ſcurvy ſoul, 
Which fins by ſtudy, and without controul:: 
This is that Jemmy Twitcher, - whoſe e 
Is pure religion, and ſtate innocence : _. 
Yet midft theſe royal virtues, he defil'd: | 
The mother, and ſeduc'd her only child: 
O! gentle M*—x, repent e'er night, | 
Muft Twiteherrule, and muſt not TA -N write? 
Forbid it Heaven it ſhould e'er be ſaid; -. 


He ſmiles at you, becauſe that Cnozcnus's 
dead. 


G 4 Homer 
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Homer and Sappho, tun'd their ditties long, | 
And Catley charm'd Tower- bill in ballad ſong, 
Poor Homer's lays when living had no force, 
And Sappho lov'd a fool, and died of courſe : 
But lovely Catley—ſoar's d above the two, 

Sold all her ballads, and her wigwam too; 
Seiz d like a Panym fierce, a red- eroſi knight, 
And for his money ſlept alone at night. 
Weary of fumbling out, a fumbling year, 
Spread out her wings for more ſubſtantial cheer ! 
Eager to taſte a long' d- for joy—turn'd rake, 
And for a gimlet left the ſmall Sir B*— 

No Lord Lieutenant ever did ſuch 2258 

For Catley has refin'd the Iriſh blood: 

She in their gloomy ſouls breath'd muſic too, 
And ſoftly humaniz'd the ſalvage crew : _ 
Such is our Catley, whoſe angelic ſhape, 

- Might fire an hermit to commit a rape; 
wap like an angel —like a Syren lings — 
Moves like a Cherub upon ſilken wings: 

No more of VExus and her golden locks, 
View but the two diveſted of their ſmocks: 
Or place her with the three, which Paris view 'd, 
The very wiſe, the lovely, and the lewd. 


And 
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And let this very night the umpire be, 
Tho' he ne'er lov'd her—yet he will agree, 
That ſhe as much excells th' excelling ſlut, 
As ſhe excell'd him at the game of put. 
Hibernia ſends us many beauties, true, 
Thoſe we return are matchleſs—tho' they're few: 
This is the caſe, for joy ours croſs the main, 
Theirs ferry here for elegance and n. 


Great is thy price—LAis could not aſk more, 
When ſhe to Corinth came, to play the whore: 
And old Demoſthenes refus'd the bait, 

To buy repentance at ſo dear a rate : As 
The lewd old fellows of theſe lewder times, 
In their old age keep adding to their crimes 3 
Although the gout has eat up ev'ry power, 

Still they will hobble to the harlot's door: 
Chuckle, and ſhake at all venereal feats, 
Envying the very dogs about the ſtreets : 

A cock a treading of his fav'rite hen, 
Brings ſpittle from the mouths of our old men: 
The wanton ſparrows on their walls and trees, 


Will make them bite eſe lips and knock 
their knees: 


Nature's moſt common aQs create a fre, 
AY ſtill denies that vigour they require; 


Which 
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Which makes theſe lewd old fools the commort 
port | 
Of ev'ry Lais, in young Cupid's court 


Where moſt profuſely' they are made to pay 
For ſtirring paſſions, whieh they cannot lay: | 


Fis fit they ſhould why muſt a fine young tit; 
Be touad about by each old froſty cit?! 

No labour Heroules could ever preve, 

Like obligation, 1 in the act of love: 

What is ſo nauſeous, hateful, heavy, dull, 

As beauty truckling to a cold, old cull ? | 
From Old White-Chappel- Bars to Bolton-Rowg | 
Take but a ſtrole, aſk pertly as you go 

The various ſtrumpets on their ſtands, or ſtop 
With thoſe poor toads, whoſe rags won 't make 


A mop z. 


And if the meaneft mongſt the mean 1 won't 2 
They' ve dealt with Fz“; I'Il be bound to pay 


Wuhat all thoſe queſtions coſt; nay, I will treat 


Too, with the ſmarteſt milliner you meet. 
The cob nel ſure's the lewdeſt upright cull; 
Tho ever ftroll'd the ſtreets, or bilk'd a trull⸗ F 


For _ like Fz*, you ſhould be esd, 
Such old commodities do well in trade, 


A wo- 
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A woman of your elegance and fame, | 
Should: keep a menag'rie of ſuch old game; 
Vigour and youth you'll find in every ſtew, 
So make them pay for what they cannot do: 
Theſe means will keep thee from all duns ſecure, 
And make: thee rich, when half thy trade are 

12 poor : | 

J need not whiſper how to act, or move, 
Thou'rt quite a miſtreſs of the cheats of love: 
For this is truth, and Venus hears me ſwear, 
HENTIEV's— the object of my heart and care: 


If Fiſher's: beauty ever failid to pleaſe, 
Or Cooper's wit, with: Naney: Garriebs eaſe, - 
How muſt the form excell where theſe combine: 
Earthly ſhe is, I wiſtu her not divine. 
Diyine, —is mere imaginary bliſos, 

Give me an earthly goddeſs that can kiſs? 
Give me ſubſtantial joys, ſubſtantial food, 

No airy goddeſs failing on a'cloud': 

Put me to no dull ſhifts unworthy man, 

To woo a goddeſs in the form of ſwan: 

Here I could wiſh the Pagan tale might hold; 
To win ſome tinſel bearts—by ſhowers of gold: 


But 
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But grant me Heaven—it's all I wiſh to have, 
Woman, dear lovely woman to my grave; 
Things known by halves, of a myſterious date, 
The explanation be reſerv'd for fate. 
O!] could the muſe beſtow thee equal praiſe, - 
The muſe would make it equal to the blaze _ 
Of thoſe fair houſes, which fair Dawson made, 
By way of burn-fire to enliven trade: 
May you enjoy each mighty mark of fame, 
As bright but ſtill more laſting than that flame; 
May wit, and elegance enereaſe with time, 
And your fair beauty never know its prime! 
Yours to your ſex, be a ſuperior caſe, 
Love without end, and without meaſure grace; 
May Mamma Venus every pleaſure pour, 
And make the fabric laſting as the door 

Stamp thee the matchleſs NRW TOox of the fair, 

As he was rare in learning, be thou rare. 


"Mas | in a clime where pity never tray” d 
To ſpare the infant, or delight the maid: 
Where ſtony parents ſteal for fing-ſong — 8 


Thoſe means, with which Deucalion Fes 
| earth: 0 


| . A clime 
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A lime which once the braveſt men might boaſt, 

Some eunuchs rears, or ſodomites at moſt, 

A clime diſtinguiſh'd for the wiſeſt ſchools, 

Now only known to fiddlers, and to fools. 

From ſuch a clime did our Tenduci come, 

Once fam'd, once honour'd, with the name of 

Roms: 

From thence he came, to tantalize our fair, 

And tickle with a ſoft Italian air: | 

O! What a conſcience muſt that woman have 
. To. loll, to riot with that ſapleſs flave ! 

To dwell, to hope ; to hope, to dwell one hour 

For one poor drop, poor one not in his power: 
Cruel duration, to emit no joy, c 

But ſtimulate without the power to cloy; 

Cruel, thrice cruel, beyond all reply, 

To pump the ſucker when the fountain's dry. 


His ſong is nervous, nay, he takes a pride 
To ſhow, what decency would wiſh to hide, 
Runs warbling, dangling, round and round the 

town, 
To en 9-7 how much he We the matron 
down: . 


en 
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Shakes his looſe limbs like deach at Hell's wide 
4 gate, - 

And grins a ghaſtiy prin, a grin of hate, 
Is it excuſable one woman ſhou'd 2 
Deſtroy her beauty, body, ſoul and blood, 
Out of the numbers which adorn this ſhore? / 
Or uſe this thing to ſhun the name of whore 
Art thou of Engliſh * breed, and yet ſo dead 
To real pleaſure, to defile thy bed 

With a poor thing, whom cruelty has robb'd 
Of means, with which all -Engliſhmen are 
ſob' d? 

It muſt be ignorance; then be advis'd, 
Chooſe, dainty dame, from men ſtout, 84 
well ſw.öd, 

If one won't do, take two, and two; and two, 
And multiply, till multiplying's true: 


If the encreafing number cannot pleaſe, 


Jo give thy meretricious paſſions caſe, 


Call upon Jove, as Sem'le did of yore, 
And be conſum'd like that abandon d whore. 


This un Fair- one is ſince dead of a conſump. 
tion ; and the Eunuch married to a Lady ef Ireland. 


The 
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The ſhip paid off — the harlot takes her due, 
The colours ſtruck, ſhe ſtrikes her colours too; 
In riot rolls, while Jack's poor pockets ſtand, 
The pocket empty ſhakes her lilly hand; 
Shifts every time the ſcene each ſhip comes in, 
Serves all their turns, and drinks of all their gin: 
The laſt poor Tar triumphant hugs the jilt, 
Feeds on her charms, without one thought of. 

_ guilt, | 
But time, which brings new ills upon his back, 
Proves her a fire - hip to unlucky Jack, — 
Diſcharg'd by every ſhip, by ev'ry Tar, 

She goes to dock, like ſome foul ſhip of war: 
Gets a clean bottom, ballaſts well with lies, 
And gayly rigg'd, aſſures herſelf a prize; 
Re-hoĩſts her colours, ſhows her painted pride, 
And lewdly rolls adown a luſtful tide : 

To cruize ſhe goes with all her brav'ry on, 
And drops an anchor in this mighty town. 
LonDoNn, tho' ſerv'd with all daintieft cates, 

Is caught like fiſh with artificial baits, | | 

Hugs this new piece — alas | the? ſer n years 
ſince, 
The fleet poſſeſs d Peg Sorry, and Peg Prince, 
| | | "T'was 
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»Twas at that time when early lamps appear, 
E're day is gone, declaring night is near: 
When empty cits with full ſtuff d bellies tro. 
To ſpend at night, what in the day they got: 
When Qual with freſh lit flamboys bob about, 
To plays, to bagnios, or to church devout. 


| Twas at that time when Dod, Romaine re- 

pair, 

And with their yells torment the darkling air: 

Twas at that time when letchers ſeek the Park, 

Dreading the light becauſe their deeds are dark ; ; 

I went to Mortimer — poor girl! — fo high, 

I found her parlour neareſt to the ſky ; 

Oh ! what a wretched falling off is here; 5 

From her the brilliant, her the debonair: 

She, whom a monarch might have wiſh'd to 

court, 

Tho living, dead ; alive without ſupport : - 
whom a levee once of lovers hung, 

Im like bees the honey of her tongue. 

Alas! here pinch'd with all the pains of need, 

Caſt from the Gk DEN like a noxious weed! 

The crimſon cov'ring, and the downy bed, 

Where oft thy lovely limbs were lewdly ſpread, 

Are 
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Are chang'd to wretched ſtraw upon the floor; 

The caſement broke, the room without a door ; 

Dead flies, dead ſpiders fill the wretched haunt, 

Sad, ſorry emblems of the houſe of want. 

No brilliant-equipage, no. tea- cups charm ;. 

A tin-pot full, without a fire to warm : 

A broken jordan, and a three leg'd chair, 

A bottle ſhew'd a candle had burnt there; 

The broken bellows like their miſtreſs kind, 

By time and uſe had almoſt loſt their wind : 

Thus fat the fallen fair, with comely mien 

Amidſt her penury, — her raiment clean: 

Shock'd at a viſit from a friend, ſhe tries 

To hide the melting rhet'ric of her eyes, 

Which ftole a-down her —_— ſtill ſmooth, 
ſtill fair, 

And wip'd them with the treſſes of TY hair ; ; 

(The firſt repenting ſign in Eve of grace,) 

Which tho' diſorder'd deck'd her pretty face. 

SHE gaily bred, compleated to the joy 

Of am'rous appetence, to play, to toy; 

To ſing, to liſp, to troll the tongue, to dreſs, 

| And roll the Tm of love with ſure reeds. 


Vo. I. H 0 lovely 
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Alas! can't be by penitence replac'd ; 
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O lovely Mortimer, ignobly loſt ! 

Once midſt the fairer fair, the faireſt toaſt, 

O ! woman, lovely woman, hard's thy fate, 

If plain, thou liv'ſt a moſt negleRed ſtate; 

If fair, like frontier towns beſieg'd by all, 

And like Quebec by force of arms muſt fall ; 

If ye capitulate, the virtuous form 

Is gone; — reſiſt, — you're plunder'd in the 
ſtorm. | 

Baſe man, baſe wretch, to forfeit all thy "al 

To court the gen'rous maid to endleſs ſhame : 

By oaths, wiles, lies deceive her eaſy truth, 

And to the jaws of luſt conſign her youth. 

HERE I your ſex's perſecution blame, 


Who rather glory in a ſiſter's ſhame, 
Than pity ; on a ſiſter frown diſtreſt, 
 Altho' one bore you, and you ſuck'd one breaſt ; 


Allow'd ſuſceptible—unfeeling here, 


A ſiſter ſtarve ! without a ſiſter's tear. 

That muckworm man, abandon'd half his life, 
| Sleeps in the arms of ſome chaſte, lovely wife: 
What charity to man ! when proverbs prove 


The batter'd rake the beſt domeſtic dove, 
But woman's reputation once defac'd, 


Curs'd 


4 
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Curs'd be the maxim, doubly curs'd the heart 
That turns, nor feels the injur'd woman's ſmart. 
Are theſe good Chriſtians ?—how muſt Heathens 

bluſh, 
When daughters periſh by the parents cruſh : 
O 1iſt ! repentance never comes too late, 
Altho' the crime ſhould ſtink to Heu n's high 
gate: 
The contrite heart will ever be ts | 
Since God is truth, ſince mercy lives in Heav'n. 
And why not make as true, as good a wife, 
As that good man who rak'd the youth of life ? 
Bluſh, and let Mortimer have pity then, 
Women may ſure repent, as well as men. 


From ſmall beginnings roſe almighty Rome, 
From dirty corners lovely beauties bloom : 
The nightman's baby, tho' its rear'd in dung, 
Excels the child which from an Empreſs ſprung, 
This Rutland proves, in dirt, in beauty bred, 
Got on a ſoot bag — Mamma had no bed. 
Muſick, and beauty in the found of Bows + 
Are all outdone by her — and ſweep ſoot O 


| Signs which are well adapted draw the gueſt, 
From which we oft” conceit the liquor belt : 
H 2 Reduc'd 
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Reduc'd in caſh - ſtill mode allures the beau, 
Whochalk'datDoLLyY's will to WIL DMAx's go: 
The kitchen fire at th Bedford ſpeaks the cook; 
Under the Ros for ſomething ſnug we look: 
Wit at the Shakeſpear's head has ta'en a leaſe, 
Where if you miſs the wit, you hit the piece. 
The Caftle Tavern, and the Bedford head, 
Have all ſtrong tables tho' they have no bed: 
The Fountain too, with Humphrey on the ſign, 
Yields you good m, a couch, good girls, _ 
wine: 
| Tho- Harris out pimps Hermes with the gods, 
I'll bet they beat him, and T'll lay the odds: 
I'll not bet this, its more than Hermes cou'd, 
That this ſame Fountain's always pure, and 
n 9 bod; | 555 
If you're a Tory, dance at Almack's ball, 
If you've much money, White's will take it all: 
The Cardigan and Cannon, if you've guſt, 
| TI clear your pockets, and indulge your luſt : 
But what are theſe ?—or all that I have ſeen, 
To fierce Bohemia's head on Turnham green: 
Not as it ſtands in Maſter Gibſon's time, 
But as it ſtood—and Johnſton in her prime: 


Indul- 
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Indulgent Johnſton own'd by all fo fair, 

That not a coach, a buggey, or a chair 

Could paſs, but all muſt ſtop to give thee praiſe, 
And horſes too would quit their corn to gaze: 
Such was thy influence on the Weſtern road, 
'Fhyſelf a goddeſs, worthy of a god: 

Such matchleſs dignity appears in thee, 

To worſhip cannot be idolatry : 

Worſhip—O ! Venus would but that ſuffice, . 
I'd knee], I'd pray, I'd gaze away my eyes: 

Yet till I fear—I ſhould poſſeſs this dread, 

If Cupid bungl'd you wou'd break his head: 
Johnſton forgive the humour of my ſtile, 
And if I come to Chiſwick deign to ſmile ? 


The ſhip when ſhatter'd in a ſtorm, repairs . 
To port, where all her crew unfixt from cares, 
Forget the recent horrors of the deep, 

And in oblivion let misfortunes ſleep. | 
Colebrook's not ſo—ſhe ſhows the ſtorms he 
bore, 

Wreck'd like a veſſel on a ruthleſs 1 ö 
Mock'd by the waves, ſtrip'd of her * | 
' - 1 EMTs | -\\ 
The ſpoil of ev'ry legal buccaneer. 

H 3 Oft' 
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Oft' have I ſeen thee with thy ſails a-trip, 
The wiſh, the envy of the Adm'ral's ſhip ; 
Thy ſtreamers courted by the winds which blew, 
Their pride abroad, and long'd for by the crew; 
Who ſigh'd to kiſs thee, like the bawdy air, 
Which wanton grew, and rambl'd you know 
where. 
O! Nancy, Nancy had'ſt thou kept the ſpoils, 
The various victors brought thee from their - 
dioils, E 
To this thou had'ſt been rich, thou had'ſt been Z 
Fd +. . : 
Follow'd at Vauxhall, courted at the play: 
Unthinking wench, now deſtitute of friends, = 
Tho? all the Navy paid thee dividends : = 
Had'ſt thou the ein in which they drank thy = 
name, 
Thou might ſt have . in Fe and: funk 
in fame. 
Unthinking wench,—Can'ſt thou CARL 
when 
Captains, Lieutenants, Purſers, Midſhipmen, 
Laid all their hearts, their warrants at thy feet, 
And to indulge thy luſt forſook the Fleet ? 


Thy 
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Thy caſe was never like a cloſe kept whore, 
Depriv'd of liberty to paſs the door ; 
For ev'ry wind took pity on thy charms, 
And brought new culls, new plunder to thy 
arms: 1 
But ſtill thy damn'd extravagance was ſuch, 
CLEVELAND could not beſtow—thou ſpend too 
much : | . 
Alas! how chang'd the ſcene—how hard thy fate, 
Once known ſo high, in ſo reduc'd a ſtate : 
On Women of the Town there ſeems a ſpell, 
Now up, now down, like buckets in a well. 


By being ſo artful it muſt ſure be her, 
To live, to die, revive and make a ſtir: 
Portſmouth and Plymouth liv'd within her arms, 
| And long were ruPd by her o'er-ruling charms ; 
= | When gay adult'rate Jemmy G“ roſe, 
3 He gave new charms, by giving Miſs new 
cloaths : 
Nothing is now ſo ſmart, ſo fair, ſo trim, 
As the ſoft, peetleſs, pretty, chaſte Miſs P* ; 
At Richmond oft” I've look'd with longing eyes, 
And ſighing ſaw a * Duke poſſeſs the prize: 
H 4 Granby, 
* Duke of Mes, 
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Granby, like Saul, who mighty thouſands ſlew, 
Could ſtoop, could kiſs the buckle of thy ſhoe. 
I love that Hero, who when free from arms, 
Can pitch his camp with ſuch a Queen of charms : 
This ſtands a truth, and held as fair as light, 
The man who loves not woman will not fight: 
It glar'd at Minden, like the noon-day ſun, 
When Granby ftood and fought, when S*— 
un. | 
The gallant Cock, when pitted firſt to ſhew, 
Stands in ſuſpence a-while, and eyes his foe ; 
But when he ſees the HEN he flies to blows, _ 
Obtains the vict'ry—flaps his wings, and crows. 
Hear me fair form, the favour grant to me, 
T'll riſk a thouſand lives, to die with thee ; 
But if I fail in this ſubſtantial part, 
My pen ſhall find the channel to thy heart. 


Orlando dead !—and Cowper too in tears 
Orlando, my good Sir, you've kill'd ſome years: 
No!—you miſtake, I rather help'd to ſave: 
Himſelf he early buried in the grave: 

Dead een when living—hardly known by name, 
Till my good-nature brought him into fame: 


P But 
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But ſince he's truly dead, T'll give that due 
To him—which Lucy he beſtow'd on you :  - 
And may thoſe various ſums he gave, or lent, ' 
Be multiplied by others cent, per cent. 
Forbid it FoxTUNE—charms and wit like thine, 
Should want the needs of life, in life's decline : 
The world now rather think Fuſe ſav'd than 

ſpent, 

That you'll erect an endleſs monument; 
A monument of praiſe like her of old 
Who built a pyramid—by well earn'd gold: 
Our great Republick overwhelm'd in debt, 
Hopes her condition you will not forget, 
But kindly give her that which Flora gave; 
Like Rome ſhe'll deify both name and grave; 
Command an endleſs epitaph to thee, 
Written by Biſhop Warburton or me: 
O me!] alas poor me] the laſt of men, 
'Can you forget the ſervice of my pen! 
Will you forget? — dare you preſume it Sir ! 
May the Divinity within you ftir, 
That uſual grace, that uſual joy, and love, 
I'll have my wiſhes then below, above. 5 
Let theſe the grand preliminaries be 
Of future friendſhip, between you and me; 


* And 
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And let the world believe what I declare; 
Thoſe lines are falſe, are foul as tainted air, 
Written in youthful ſpite and falſe abuſe, 
Becauſe above the pocket of my muſe: 

All other codicils but this be rent, 

This is my laſt juſt will and teſtament, 
To Lucy leaving all juſt praiſe— ( ſad traſh,) 
If ſhe dies firſt—ſhe gives me all her caſſi: 
A great return: it is Town for praiſe, 
Surpriſing charity in ſuch poor days: 

By age to babes it will be chuckling told, 


She aſk'd for praiſe, and he receiv”d her gold. | 


But O! my luſcious, diſſipated wench, 


How came ye lately in the cloſe Kings-bench / 


Was it the mercer for a load of ſilks, 

Or a deſire to live with honeſt WIIK ES! 
But now thou'rt out, I cannot call thee fool, 
To put ſo great a value on thy tool: 


Thou art the tennis-ball of Drury-lane, 
For ev'ry ſtroke you get, you riſe again : 
Vet, don't rebound ſo very ſtrong, to riſe 

Next to that parlour neareſt to the ſkies. - 


Bixcu 
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Bixch for the bum, ye floggers here reſort 2 

Here BIxch and VENnvus hold their ſwitching 
court; 

All kinds of inſtruments, all kinds of ware, 
To raiſe your paſſions, and enereaſe your care 3 
Here ye may have it from her own ſoſt hand, 
Birch how extenſive is thy birch command: 
The martial Truncheon which the hero bore, 
Is made a rod; ABILITY's no more: 
Thou hag old Impotence—tormenting bitch, 
At Cytherean halberts thus to ſwitch 
Our hardy vet'rans o'er the tawny bum, 
And little Cupid too the flogging drum: 
It's horrid cruel we ſhould live to ſee, 
Our paſſions grow and loſe ability; 
But ſuch is nature, man is not divine, 
I wiſh'twas chang'd, the caſe may once be mines 


Women, like poſt-boys on a turnpike run 
In an eternal heat, from ſun, to ſun: 
And nothing ſtops the paſſion of the ſex, 
But broken winds, and often broken necks : 
I never knew ceconomy in luſt, 
The fire continues, until df 10 df? 


Conſigns 
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| Cönſigns the breathleſs body to the grave, 
And ends the follies, and the petty ſlave. 
Would ye ye fair be cautious in your youth, 


Hear all mankind, and hearing n their 
truth; 


Save from thoſe rolling ſums a little gold; 
Friends you might have, and even live when 
old; 5 | 
See Talbot now,—who. drank in- pomp of ſin, 
Thro' wretched want, a fad, bad Magdalene. 
Kindling new paſſions in her Nun's attire, 
Till Dod and Dingley are themſelves on fire. 
Health to great Dingley, Muſe, I We com- 
mend 
The orphan's, and the harlot's gen rous friend: 
He who can let the orphan want its bread, 
And cloath, and feed the ſtrumpet for his bed? 
He who could labour to ſtrike out a plan, 
A godly plan, t' appear a godly man; 
Wo would imagine him ſo much a Monk, 
To cheat the Nun — and cationize' the punk. 
But ſhould theſe poor unhappy girls be plac'd 
At Church in public view, — to be diſgrac'd, 
And pointed at below by demi- reps, 
| Whoſe fly adulterate deeds, and ſinful ſteps, 


Are 
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Are ten-fold more ! ſay is it decent? they 
Should thus be Tang, whilſt ne 8 eternal 
+ bray, . | 
Is hell, damnation, bombaſ, a e rant, 
And ev'ry where below in pious cant, | 
Wonder they cannot bluſh, they do not feel, 
They muſt be harden'd like an heart of fleel. 


 * No—you are wrong proprietors, and prieſt, 
Let them be veil'd like Nuns—or elſe at leaſt 
Secreted ſo, that no intruders may 
Diſturb their worſhip, when they mean to pray 
Let no mean dame of quality repair 
Hot from her neſt—ſaunt'ring with uncomb'd 

hair, | X 

To buy applauſe z but not r decreaſe her fn, 
By giving card debts to the Magdalene: 
Shame on ſuch actions in the houſe of God, 
Forbid it Dingley, and forbid it Dod. 


Thou who now drag/ft a peacock's tail along, 
Too ſoon may court the crowd in diſmal ſong: 


* Since the firſt publication of this Poem, the ſituation 
of the Magdelene's at church has been a as re- 


commended. 


Too 
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Too ſoon may you bear ſome poor babe about; 
Starving for food and hardly left one clout 
To hide its naked limbs puling aloud 
(By ſtripes fo taught) to draw the buſy crowd: 
Thy fate I dread——T've ever had ſome care, 
Since the ſad falling of thy lovely hair; 
A web ſo fine no ſpider ever ſpun, 
But oh! alas thoſe ringlets all are gone! 
Oft' have I ſtood behind thy eaſy chair, 
And envy'd her who comb'd thy lovely hair: 
Ofr have I ſeen thee on a Bagnio bed, 
And o'er thy breaſts thoſe lovely treſſes ſpread ; | 
Oft' when ſubdued by Love—thy beautics bare, 
Pre tied thy floating ringlets—you know where, 
With ſuch ſoſt dalliance I have ſprung to arms, 
To fall again a victim to your charms,— _ 
But why ſhould I torment thee with this train, 
That hair is dropt—and ne'er may grow — : 
The fatal cauſe I would not, dare not gueſs, 

It was not poiſon—and it was not leſs ; 

T will not ſay I'm ſure you're full of care, 
'The omen's bad—the falling of the hair : 
Be this a warning—time will ſpeed'ly ſhow, 
Whether dear Cambrige—thoſe dear locks will 

grow. . 

A Well 
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Well wept good Mother, ſure thy ſweeping's 

juſt, 

To a together ſo much precious duſt, 

Health to ſuch ſweepers, - when the ſweeping 
trade, 

Makes trade a pleaſure, and ſweeps up a Maid, 

Which all the dames of faſhion had not ſhown, 

Tho' kiſt by all the Sweepers in the Town, 

In ſuch ſoft ſweeping who won't take a pride, 

When from one ev'ning's ſweeping—ſtarts Miſs 
Bride : 

C#*—t thou blackeſt ſweeper left alive, 

But if in ſweeping gold a man don't thrive, 

How will he thrive ! for that has ſo much force, 

Women, and Ortolans repair of courſe : 

Beſides it gives a man prodigious weight 

To make conditions, and to mark the ſtate 

Of life, the pretty melting Maid muſt tread, 

With all the ſoft menouvres of the bed. 

Such are the articles the mother ſign'd ; 

Knowing her child of a complying mind: 

Our women Agents thus indentures draw, 

And bind their Miſſes by the common law : 

A ſnug, good method, ſurs to keep them civil, 

And yet the worſt to make them ſtudy evil: 


A girl 
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A girl thus *prentic'd muſt deteſt the flop, 
She ſhows a ſpirit when ſhe leaves the ſhop : 


A ſpirit worthy ſuch a ſoul as thine, 


But more ſo if Dick W ſhould deign to pine; 

He was the man bore two before away, 

Thou art the girl by Venus form'd to ſtray : 

Mankind muſt follow—when you take your 
leave, 


We U give * Paradiſe to ane Eve. 


: Like fools we travel, and by fools we are 
| Cheated, of that which we the leaſt can ſpare : 
But what's ſtill worſe, theſe foreign fools purſue 


Us to our very homes—and cheat us too: 
What a ſtrange animal's an Engliſhman, 
Form'd from the fools tween London and Ja- 


nn 
And tho' the creature has acaing a all, 


Fet till he's cheated by the great and ſmall : 
He goes abroad—they find his want of ſenſe, 


So where he fails in wit—makes up in pence 3 
But ſtill he boaſts of lineage from the flood, 


Tho! got by Ruffians on a ſavage brood. 


The foreign fop whoſe finances are low, 
Upon his arts depends to make a ſhow ; 
| Boaſts 
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Boaſts of his honour tho' without one jot, 
On whom begotten, and by whom begot : 
Like oil on water, ſtill his meanneſs flows, 
And all his merit's in a ſuit of cloaths: 


He roves ahout—forgetting where he ſprung, 


And like a bird of paſſage n his gung: : 
Can even be ſo very dirty too, 

To cheat his very miſtreſs of her due: 

Can give her cloaths—can grow prodigious vain, 
Can go to law—to have em back again. 
There are ſuch kind of commiſſaries now; 
Who'd thought 'em born ſo high,. - ſo very low: 
Great, here an Engliſhman appears alone; 


A OG injure ſmiling, Sucky Stone. 


ain from the line of Iriſh — behold, 
Sweet Kitty Connoly, of whom we're told 
Such pretty am'rous tricks, that all muſt ſigh 
Who hear, with Kitty Connoly to die : 


A death ſo pleaſing Saints would wiſh to know, 


Martyrs would chooſe with ſuch a fire to glow ; 
If in ſome manage the ſweet creature had _ 

Been broke to friſk, to kick, to prance, to pad, 
Nothing can move with ſo much grace, and caſe, 


Nothing like Kitty Connoly can pleaſe F 


Job. I. I Her 
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Her Lord declares the jigs fo very bonnily, 
His rank he'd loſe before bis Kitty nee 2. 


Health to young Ell ee fiſter's care 
Bought, 1 ee and * at nenn, | 
Fair: 
Few ſhops you'll kad; FIX all the F ruit'rers 
round, 
That have a Fon half ede and 80 
Sound did I fay ? — But how will that pray ſuit 
With this wet ſeafon ? fatal to fine fruit: 
Neotten or ſound pray did you never buy 
A golden pippin lovely to the eye? 
And when you'd enter'd once the tempting kin, 
Found it quite rotten to the core within ? 
It's thus with women, and'it's thus with fruit 
Hundreds I've known, the ſimile might ſuit : 
Elliot, excelling foremoſt, in this place 
S.tands an exception to the gen tal caſe, 
What don't thy kindred owe to Murphy's wit, 
lf | - One for the Stage he broke,—-and in the bit 
j | And martingal, he has thy pretty mouth; 


o 
. ˙» Ae ne IIS — 
* ow — = 
"> — 
9 


| |» Which with thy memory and lively youth, 
w |! Will make thee ſoon the darling of the Stage, 
\T | The wit, the wonder, genius of the age. 
| if + + 36 8 The 
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The ſtones which Pyrrha and Deucalion caft, 

Ne'er form'd a form, which hath thy form fur- 
paſt, 1 Fiore 12 ö 

Thoꝰ the old Square- toe's ſtones repeopl'd earth, 
Gave wit, gave elegance, gave beauty birth; 
Yet all the graces in one form ne'er ſhone, 
Till you he form'd, and chriſten'd lovely Stone. 
How muſt thy Sire lament, when yon was ta'en 
From Bath, and like a flower in heavy rain 
In one ſhort evening blaſted, and forgot: 
O! manly, wretched Spoiler M**t, 
Bath ſince ber Bladud's time, ne'er felt a blow, 


1, A blow like this, when all confeſs'd the woe: 
Naſh with the power of divination burit'd; 
t And ſhow'd that Bladud's magic was return'd ; 


Took wings and to his empire bid adieu, 
The corner ſtone he ſigh'd was mov id with you. 
| Alas! ſuch charms, ſuch qualities to fall 

it, Jo one without one quality at all: 

Studious to bring dear Woman to diſgtace; 
In heart a Hebe, with Narciſſus fact. 
That Girl J praiſe who chooſes, and is kind, 


e, That man I curſe whom honour cannot bind: 
Give me the Maid, who in her plan of life 
ke Feels ſomething more in Miſtreſs, than in Wife; 


I 2 Who 
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Who ſcorns the dog- like ties the married wear, 

True in her love, and yet as free as air; 

Selects the Youth with whom ſhe'll paſs her life, 

Conſtant by choice, not conſtant *cauſe a Wife: 

In ſome neat flow'ry, rural, ſocial ſpot, 

And to the noiſe of town, prefers her cot : 

Serenely eats her independent bread, 

And even virtuous too without being wed. | 

Such may he prove to Stone whoſe charms may 
raiſe, 

The coldeſt tones to life, to pity, praiſe. 


THin,— rather thick I think about the head, 
Batterſea's near, but we are ſo well bred, 
Altho' we have the greateſt need of brains, 
And cutting's cheap, we will not take that pains. 
Some are as curious in their paying debts, 

As Jemmy Twitcher is in making bets ; 


© | Give for an equipage a monſtrous ſum, 


And the firſt night it's tip'd by ſome old Bum 
For ſoap, and candles; or perhaps, ſmall beer: 
Such is the noble courſe our Gentry ſteer 
To pay their creditors. Others abuſe 

_— honeſt wan, by ſcreening in their houſe 
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n 


je, 
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A fine, mean Raſcal, truly baſe enough, 
To never pay the tradefman's bill for ſnuff. 
So very high was fed old Rufo's noſe, 
That without lodging, waſhing, meat, orcloaths, 
Or even thoſe two needs, a miſs, or wife, 
It would have laid him ſnug in jail for life. 
But Rufo's honeſt, when we name the knave, 
Who like a villain thus protects a ſlave. 
O ye Ambaſſadors repent ! repent, 
Remember ye are choſen ſeed, and ſent 
To be your Country's honour—nay, to bear 
More virtues, than &er prov'd your Country's 
ſhare ; 
How do ye marr that delegated truſt, 
In acting oppoſite to all that's juſt ! 
To all that's even decent too beſide, 
O! what a bafeneſs—when we make it pride. | 
Come Train, come Thick—come daſh thro? 
thick and thin, 
But pay Miſs Rogers—or I'll blow the fin _ 
To CHURCHILL's ear, ye” from the heavenly 
ſphere 
Shall bow, (if injur'd woman drops one tear ;) 
And give thee ſuch a peabof nervous verſe, 
Shall ſend thee ten years ſooner to thy hearſe : 


1 Injure 
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Injure Miſs Rogers—and all earth ſhall ſhake, 
And pray what would not for a Roger's ſake ! 


Rogers, the ſweeteſt Rogers that can move, 
8 ſiſter Rogers, Rogers all for Love. 


When health and vigour ſwell'd my youthful 
Veins, 
Luſt drew my carriage, Folly held the reins, 
A thouſand times I wiſh'd the wench to meet, 
Bleſt with a generous heart, and power to treat: 
If J had had ſuch luck, I had been vain, 


Vain of my perſon, and my parts; when gain 


Flow'd in from deeds of heavenly pleaſure too, 


My manhood had not bore a thing fo new; 


It wou'd have turn'd my head, t have been in 
pay, 

Wich the dear ſex I kneel to, * and day: 

But Venus knew the folly of her ſon, 


Intending always he ſhou'd be undone, 


But not at once — for had it been my fate, 
Ve gods to've had a beauty of that Rate, 
Like giddy Phaeton I'd broke my bones, 


In driving ſuch a gen'rous Queen as Jones. 


Lovely 
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Lovely in paint, but ſtill in life more fair, 
An angel dreſs'd, but more an angel bare; 
No more of Elöiſa's moſſy cell, 
Where Vouth and Abelard were known to 
__ dwell: | 
Where that was dark, and awful, this is gay, 
This is the cell of Nuns where Prieſts ſhou'd 
1 
Here heavenly, penſive meditation reigns, 
Here Love beats time to tumults in the veins: 
Here roves a heart which never will retreat, 
Here flows a blood, which ne'er will loſe its heat: 
Yes, yes I love, and will with equal flame, 
And rapt'rous kiſs the Cell, and Lucy's name. 
Dear name, dear part, dear Creature hear that 
nell! | 
*Tis for the grave where you muſt ever dwell ! 
An awful ſummons but when Death compels, 
Heroes and Poets fall like Lucy SeLLs, _ 


When at the maſquerade gay CS. roſe 
An Iphigenia, and her veſtment gauze; 
When all to ſtimulate was quite reveal'd ; 
E'en that, which even Indians keep conceal'd, 


"Ts | Peep'd 
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Peep'd lovely thro! its little gauzy ſtate, 
Like ſome ſweet Nun thro ſome monaſtic grate: 
Rais'd mighty paſſions never known before, 
Becauſe forbid to paſs the little door : | 
But Iphigenia's are quite common grown, 
Women go now half naked thro' the town; 
I'find no fault — they ſhow the whole they have, 
I wiſh they'd ſhow no more than nature gave: 
But ſuch japaning, ſuch coſmetic arts, 

Make Women's faces falſe, as Women's hearts: 
Obſerve how pretty Richards is at night, 

The eye-brow arch'd — the ſweeteſt red an 

white: | 

Her dreſs as looſe as Iphigenia wore, 

Tho' little leſs than angel muſt be more: 
Now view her ſnoring on her greaſy pillow, 
For ſuch a Witch who'd dangle on a willow ! 
The black arch'd eye-brows now alas! are fled, 
And mix promiſcuous with the white and red; 
'W ALCoTE.who hung upon her charms at night, 
| led the next morning naked in a fright : 
175 Swore ſome ſtrange metamorphoſis had been, 
To make a thing ſo black, before ſo clean; 
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She ſtamp'd, ſhe ſtar'd, abus'd her Maid, and 
ſaid, 
O! Molly, Molly how theſe paints have ſpread: 
Here have I loſt five guineas and my ſwain, 
Curſe on all paints, I'll never paint again: 
Some hours before her glaſs ſhe ſat, and cry'd,. 
Made ſome attempts, which fail d, as ſoon as 
tried; 
Till want of money conquers all diferace, 
And Miſs collecks the ruins of her face: 
Begins again, with every touch revives, 
Blooms in an hour—and thus for ever thrives : 
Her culls forget her, and each night embrace, 
The moving picture, for ſome fine new face: 
For here ſhe's happy, and ſupports her fame, 
By ſkill, in never painting twice the ſame. 


If jumping life, if jumping manners pleaſe, 
Eternal talking, with uncommon eaſe, 
An oath well turn'd, a well tun'd bawdy catch, 
An eye that ſwims in love, ſweet Smith P11 
match 
With all the pretty bunters on my roll, 
Or even thoſe who ride, or thoſe who ſtrole: 
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Below the blanket ſhe is quite the ſame, 


As ſhe's above—lI do not mean in flame, 
Venus forbid inflammatory fun ! 

Nothing ſo hot attend your darling ſon ! 

If ſhe is hot—Q ! Venus hear my ftrain, 
And make thy en daughter cool _ ? 


Chit little caution Girls, and then I've . 


Long bills with Milliners beware, and ſhun | 


This is the gen' ral maxim of that Race, 
To give ye credit as they like your face : 
Vouts like ſome other trades may not ſucceed ; 


Perhaps, you find no eaſy youth to bleed: 


No rich old doating Man, that can beftow 


With much quick feeling, all thoſe ſums you 
owe? | 


If fo, the mere dull, guinea, Bagnio trade, 
Will barely fill an Iriſh hungry Maid: 


Out of this guinea, Jervis, don't forget 


That poundage muſt be paid, @ decent debt 

'Þd ev'ry raſcal of a waiter, due, 

For giving Miſs the preference to you. 

Theſe things oonſider d, you will find a want 
Of Caſh, to top each greedy Cormorant : 


The 
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The Milliner arteſts — alas poor wench ! 
The Bailiff has you—and anon King's Bench. 
To keep yourſelves in vogue, and from the Fleet, 
Buy not-a rag, in high St. James's-fireet * 
O! ſhe's a bitter one and will confine : 
You know the houſe, _ the n the 

029 


"When vicious Julia gloried in the ſhame 

Of luſt, and whoredom blew the trump of 
Fame: 

When each new mode of venery was held 
In high eſteem, and he who moſt excelPd 
Had royal thanks, yet in that vicious time 
Poor Ovid fell, —as I may fall—for rhime. 
But if I fall, I' not be doubly curſt, 
By Heav'ns Pll lie with fome high beauty firſt : 
Something obſerve that is not common meat, 
Something that never deign'd to tread a ſtreet; 
Something that's higher born, and higher bredy 
Something that's fitted for a Monarch's bed * I 
Something that's luſcious, and that's virgin fair, 
Something divine when dreſs'd, diviner bare ; 
Nothing ſuſpicious ſhall diſplume my wing, 
No fileby daughter, nor no filthier King; 
No 


1 


I liv'd when Chuxchir ſung,—tho' not of 


Which ſhall be read with mine, while verſe 
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No vicious Julia ſhall deſtroy my fame, 
No Cæſar baniſh me to hide his ſhame : 
No,—what I do ſhall gaze the noon-day Sun, 
And when I do't—it ſhall be nobly done : 
I do not boaſt of elegance of ſtile, 
But where I fail to charm, I'll make ye ſmile ; 
And tho' my language is not quite ſo rich 
As Rocheſter's, yet I will give an itch, 
An itch to read theſe lines when I am gone: 
Lines beyond braſs, or monuments of ſtone ; 
Lines which ſhall oy. while Hampſtead Hill 
remains, 
Or Highgate's level * the nether plains, 
Laſt ! they ſhall never die while Woman's fair, 
Or be unprais'd, while woman prov'd my care : 
But what gives ſtill more immortality, 


Ms: 
1 liv'd with him in friendibip, and eſteem, 
hurchill, the nobleſt jewel of my theme l 
he faireſt not—PoLLy let that be yours, 


endures. 


Drive 
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Drive me to Touos * now imperious ſlave : 
E'en there the ſeat of Love ſhall be my grave : 
E'en there ſome Fair one o'er my tomb ſhall 


crys | 
And pitying read.. Thus did he live and die.” 


&© Conveniens vitæ mors fuit ia ſue.” 


A City on the Euxine ſea, and was the metropolis of 
Lower Mæſia— where Ovid was drove by Auguſtus, for 
ſeeing ſome lewd, ſcandalous actions of that prince. 

He was baniſhed to this inhoſpitable climate in his 
fiftieth year, and died of a broken heart, in the eighth 
year of his exile—and buried near that city which is now 
call'd Krow, | 

Mantua Virgilio gaudet, Verona Catulle, 
Peligne dicar gloria gentis EGO, 


Of Virgil Mantua fings, Verona boaſts 

Thy am'rous fame Catullus round her Coaſts, 

But NASO OVID wears with conſcious grace, 
I AM the FIRs r of the Pelignzan Race, 
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Fiera „ de la Terre, 
Cedex à votre tour : 

Le vrai Dieu de la guerre 
Eft le Dieu de avant 


Ye Heroes of Earth, 

Whether Soldier or Tar, 

Muſt acknowledge in turn that twas Love gave 
you birth: 

That the ſoft God of Love is the monarch of mirth, 

And the only true, great God of War, 


Rovsstav. 


ove, and the Dame l ſing, who fiſt 


inſpires 


The thrilling Virgin with unhallow'd "wal 
Yor. 'l. K Say, 
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Say, lovely Goddefs, why mankind ſo curſt, 
That Cull the ſecond, pays like Cull the firſt ? 
Venus, declare, for you alone can tell, 

Why luſt drives Virtue from her hallow'd cell? 
Say, by what rule the eldeſt Son's a cull, 


Or why the faireſt Daughter turns a trull ? 


How came we lutt'd in ignorance, and ruſt, 
Undone by gaming, and devour'd by luſt ? 
Did education in the days of yore, 


Conſiſt in judgment of a Matathre ? 


Did Roman Virtue riſe from games of Whiſt, 


Or Grecian Orators from / Oh! lin 

Or Cincinnatus build that godlike name, 

Like empty Britons on a Table's fame; 
Vaunt, the whole globe contributes to his treats, 
Whilſt hundreds periſh in the public ftreets ? 
Or Rome's economy diſtreſs the fouls, 


Ihhat bore her Eagles to the diſtant Poles ? 


Or do you think Camillus learnt like you, 
lis great experience from the game of Lue? 
Was e'er a Noble like * Manilius drove 
From Court, for public coving with a Dove 


* Manilius, truck from the liſt o Roman Senators, 
for ſakuting his Wife before his daughters, 


4 No, 
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No, nor a Father ® hurt, (the tale how true) 
»Tho' he debauch'd his very Daughter too. 
There ſee extended in ignoble duſt, 
A weak, fad Siſter, thro' a Brother's luſt 
At White's behold, thoſe filial, kind regards, 
The Father + ſtarving, and the Son at cards. 


| Theſe are the acts of Britons, ſhame to ſay, 
| Ruin'd by whoredom, or undone by play. 
| Riſe I intreat thee Goddeſs from the main, 


Diffuſe thy influence o'er a Poet's brain, 
To give to Beauty, what is Beauty's right, 


Or weak's the pinion, and the Muſe's flight; 


For ſurely Virtue never dwelt with thee, 


For Virtue Venus never went to ſea: 


Why ſhould ſhe in her firſt looſe eſſay ert, 
When thy Beaux Monde concubinage prefer: 
Smile ſweet conſent, a batter'd Vot'ry ſings, 
And bid thy Urchin flap his roſy wings! 


O! thou whom titles never yet made vain, 


Knight, Baron, Member, Patriot, Acquitain, 


* The late Ld D**. 


+ Mr. C**, once a 3 the 1 died for want 
in a garret in the Strand. 
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Whether you chooſe at Renelagh to ſhine; 
Or more luxuriouſly at Almacks dine; 
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| Or court at Tomkins more myſterious rites, 
'" Or ſhake with joy, the wining chair at White's ; 
1 Or if ſome dying female bleſt in thee, 
f j |  Sighs for Vauxhall, and elemental tea: 
= Hear and relieve them with a Play, or Ball, 


Who wont capitulate at Beauty's cal} : 
Here ſmile, and prove the Patron of a page, 


| | | h | That flogs the follies of a dirty age. 
f N : Love's lovely Goddeſs from the Ocean ſprung, 
3 I! So greater fools than Heſiod whilom ſung : 
BY But where no matter, ſhe a wanton girl, 
BY Was found by Zeph'rus floating in a pearl; 
| if | as The winds took pity on the little whore, 
| | LE And kindly puff d her to the Cyprian ſhore : 
is 18 The circling Horz * ſaw the floating car, 


And kindly ſav'd her for the God of War: 
| | Eunomia 4, Dica, and Irene fair, 


7 | Made the ſweet baby their peculiar care: 
1 | 
1 25 5 * The hours. 
= | | 
| I Of ales Taught 
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Taught her the deepeſt myſteries of love, 
Then bore the Beauty to the powers above. 
To win the wanton every Hero preſt, 
And yet a Blackſmith “* ſtole her from the reſt: 


From that, dear Venus, ever deign'd to ſmile 


Upon her Paphos, and the Cyprian Ifle : 

Abroad the Horæ wing their Daughter's fame, 
And every fool burnt incenſe to her name : 

In every place, a different name ſhe bore, 

In every place, was reverenc'd a Whore : 
Rome, Athens, Sparta, Sicily, and Troy, 
Fall to the Dutcheſs, and het poor blind Boy; 
From thence it ſpread to Turkey and Delly, 
Paſs'd thro* Pegu, and croſt the Chineſe ſea ; 
Roſe at Canton, took Pekin in the way, 

And penetrated to cold Zagathay t:: 

The clime had no effect upon his wings, 

So up to Peterſburgh the puppy ſwings; 
Perform'd ſtrange wonders on an Empreſs Queen, 


And poifon'd Europe's hopes in poor Holſtein: 


To Sweden, Norway, and the frozen Iſles, 
Nay :ſkin clad Lapland, felt the genial ſmiles : - 


* Vulcan. 


+ Independent Tartary. 
K 3 | Roll'd 
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Roll'd thro* an hundred Circles up to Prague, 

And ſwam through Halland, for the Yatcht at 
Hague. 

The purple ſails belly'd with amorous airs, 

Till Love met Mirth and Charles * at White- 

-  hall-ftairs: 


Then Temples grew like muſhrooms to the 


Queen, 
And the firſt Prieſteſ nam'd, was Madam Gwyn: 
Unthinking Monarch, whoſe prodigious luſt, 
Could raiſe up ſtock from Flounders, Sprats 

and duſt ; 

Whoſe ſtudies were, to raiſe venereal fame, 
And hand to us the Cyiherean game. 
Is it a wonder, why the venom ſpread, 


| When Charles himſelf defil'd his Subjects bed? 


From bad examples mighty evils ſpring, 


EN Virtue's the brighteſt jewel in a King. 


A thouſand proofs the Poet might advance, 

From Troy and Hellen, to the Whore of 
France : 

Start at the Scene upon the Baltic ſnore; 

An Empreſs wading in her huſband's gore; 


The Second, 
What's 
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What's Tullia's murder, or Lueretia's rape, 
To Ruſſia's Devil, in a female ſhape ; 

The want of Virtue in th' ambitious breaſt, 
Is want of all, to make a Kingdom bleſt. 
Thrice happy Monarch, when ſo juſtly nice, 
That dare love Virtue, in the midſt of vice; 
O would thy moral arm extend abroad ; 

And move that wanton® from a thoughtleſs Lord: 
Reduce the Temples rais'd to luſt and wine, 
And lead ſweet Virtue from her hallow'd ſhrine. 


Go where you will, Impiety you meet, 


And altars ſmoke to luſt in every ftreet ; ; 
Near to Hyde Park, is rear'd a ſtately F ane, 
By giddy Mortals, impotent and vain. | 


Here 8 and Harlots later born, 
Or martial youth, whom arms, and vice adorn; 
Or wealthy Cits, whom riches rais'd to note, 
Nay Juſtice too creeps here in thread-bare coat ; 
Men of all ranks, all characters attend, 


And each before all powerful Beauty bend; 


Law, War, Divinity, the Rich, the Sage, 
Impetuous Youth, and cold laſeivious Age: 


* Miſs H**— and Lord P-=wmooc, | 
K 4 Except 
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Except the very wiſe, and very good, 
But all the Nobles of the pure/t blood: 
Both ſexes here encreaſe, or loſe their cares ; 
Miſs in her teens, and Madam in white hairs, 
The wearied huſband, or the craving wife, 
Ofr get a Baſtard, or a px for life: 
Ladies debauch themſelves; while . Southern 
„ _ Hores, 
Firſt make them Nuns, for Prieſts. to make 
them W hores, 


O what a conſcience has the Queen of joy! 
To hold all Nature in her ſoft employ : 
Temples on Temples ; to luſt Altars blaze 
From th' holy Abbey down to Wapping ways : 

A thouſand more in Covent-Garden ftand, 
Two thouſand more, in Ludgate and the Strand: 
To palliate all, behold upon a Her/e 


The moral Monarch ride at Charing-Croſs : 


Where, when Night's ſooty mantle. hides the 

FB 

Circle the Brutes, of Sodomy * luſt. 

Nor are thy ſhades leſs chaſte St, James's Park, 

When Men, like Owls, and Bats * the 
dark: 


Where 


Where Dames of eaſy Virtue ſtray to pleaſe, 
The fouleſt paſſions mongſt the faireſt Trees: 


O would ſome virtuous ſoul aſpire to move, 
The acts of lewdneſs, from the ſhades of Love; 


Not fit like Juſtice upon Drury's throne, 


Grow rich from bribes, from all the Whores 
in Town. 


*Twas when the lamps a ſolemn glim'ring 
ſpread, | 

And every Noiſe but Hackney-coaches dead; 
The Poet glow'd with moſt unhallow'd fire, 
Wore nature's frailty, in a gay attire : 
Sir Umbra's ſelf ne'er made a lovelier ſhow, - 
He bloom'd, and ſcented like a birth-day Beau : 
An harmleſs ſword his heel ſubmiſſive kiſt, - - 
A clouded cane hung o'er the lilly wriſt ; 
A tortoiſe box the neateſt fingers grace, 
And in the lid appear'd the ſweeteſt face : 
A very tulip in the mode of cloaths, 8 
A ſtanding pattern to St. James's Beaux: 
In a ſadan he took his formal ſeat, 

And dingle dangle rode thro' Bury-ſtreet: 


To 
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To virtues Fisk, whom half the Bucks in 
Town 

Had pay'd long viſits, from: her high renown : 
If ever Venus left her native ſkies 
*T was now, to bleſs the Hero with her eyes; 
Who fell ſupinely, like the vernal dews, 
Or fair Apollo, on the faireſt Muſe : 
But violent paſſions ne'er continue long, 
He ſunk in metaphor, and died in ſong : 
Reclin'd his head upon the dear one's lap, 
And ſoar'd to viſion in the luſcious nap. 


Soft invocations now are out of uſe, 

And all. the ſtuff of Pindus, and the Muſe : 
Tis Love I ſing, tis Love my foul inſpires, 

| ſeck no aid from HELiconian fires, , 


In that ſoft time, when Youth with vigour 
crown'd, 


| Wades in the ſeas of loye till FRAY 0" 


| drown'd ; . 
I ſought a Paphos & of the greateſt fame,. 
Aſſum d a title, to obtain a Dame: 


* Mrs, Walche's, 


go high no Poet ever meant to ſoar, 


Excepting Pope at Button's once before; 

She mov'd a Venus — and receiv'd th' attack, 

Equal to her with [/ium on her back; 

So Trojan like, when wearied under arms, 

In ſleep, and viſion, re-attack'd her charms. 

Methought I lay in all that downy eaſe, 

That Courtiers do, when Wives have learnt to 
pleaſe z * N | 

Lo! on a ſudden all the roof expands, 

And (ſmiling Venus in her Chariot ſtands, 

As ſoft, as ſweet, as fair, as gay, as young, 

As painters fancied, or as Poets ſung : 

She drew the reins, and gently ſtay'd the Doves, . 

Adonis bluſh'd — and Cupid kiſs'd the Loves: 

When HER fairer than the morning ftar, 

Skimm'd through the air, and led me to the car. 

The Doves obedient to their Charioteer, 


Flutter their ſilver wings, and quicken their 


Career. 


* Mr, Cibber (in the frontiſpiece of his letter to Mr, 
Pope) is depicted, tearing the Engliſh Homer at Button's 
from a naked Venus, 


Towns, 
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Towns, Temples, Cities, leſſen as we ſoar, 
And quick as thought we loſt this bawdy ſhore : 
When Venus ſpoke— © Dear N aso pray attend, 
© Believe. that Venus is the poet's friend: 
« Tis Beauty fills the heart with ſoft deſire, 
* Stirs up the paſſions, ſets the ſoul on fire, 
% Deceives the ſight, defaces Virtue's plan, 
Fixes her chains, and vaſlals all the man; 
« Victorious always when ſhe takes the field, 
4 'The young, the aged, only gaze and yield: 
4 Silence in her is thunder to your hearts, 
Her eyes are lightnings, when Love's fire 
„ ſhe darts; 
6 Her voice is weak, yet who'll refuſe her call? 
4% Monarchs and biſhops muſt promiſcuous fall. 
„ Wander no more, an honeſt woman's rare, 
Nor ſeek new Beauties in the brown or fair: 
« In a ſmall village upon BARHAM Down, 
* Remoy'd from all the vices of the Town, 
% Where rural Beauty in a ruſſet guiſe 
| 60 Of homely truth, excels the pomp of lies: 
40 There Love, and Beauty live unknown to 
|| © fame, 
i Pol IIA ſhe's call'd —— and Phoebus gave 
6 the name; 


The | 
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« The decent Graces lent their aid divine, 

« Then nam'd the happy compoſition thine : - 
« Fly to her arms, her every worth adore, 

« Love her till you, and the beloy'd's no more.“ 
This ſaid, a dull confuſed ſound a- far 

Stole on th' attentive ear, like diſtant war 
Of ſhips, when muttering heavy cannon roars 
Or ſouthern ſeas, upon a rocky ſhore : 

I turn'd, when lo! a noble fabrick ſtood, 

Of Gothic form, amidſt a raging flood 

On a tremendous rock, where giddy crowds * 
Were falling higher than the fleeting cluuds ; 
When Beauty ſmil'd, e'en rocks forgot to frown, 
The turgid ſea was in a moment down; 

The ſilver Doves ſhot like the Evening ftar, 
And Hrs took me from the ſilver car. | 
When Beauty's Queen forſook her airy ſeat, 
What humble ſuppliants wait her ſilken feet. 
Around her ſnowy neck and ſhoulders flew, - 
A flock of little Loves of roſy hue; | 
The SeoRTs, the Joys on golden pinions move, 
And RaeTURE, ping © hail'd her N of 

Love. 


Wives with petitions *gainſt aſluggardSpouſe, 
Huſbands declaiming gainſt the marriage nooſe ; 
Widows 
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Widows in health imploring ſecret grants, 

Virgins in ſighs, confeſſing half their wants + 

Stout roaring Batchelors demand her aid, 

Old age for vigour to. ſeduce the maid : 

Dames whom experience long had rendered ſage; - 

Bark at the Goddeſs to annul old age : 

<< Complaining round her altar many lay, 

Some of their loſs ſome of their Love's delay; 

“Some of their pride, ſome ardent ſuits diſ- 

0 daining, 
6 Some. fearing fraud, W feign- 
ing. 99 

Not Steuert's Levee ever half fo full, 

Tho' Scotland ſpares him to her poor and dull. 

Amongſt the crowd a blooming creature ſtood : 

Lovely amidſt her grief, and wept a flood: 

And thus to Venus the preferr'd her prayer: 

«Oh ! will you lovely Goddeſs deign to hear 

« The fad petition of an:injur'd Maid, 

« By man and Medlieot alas ! betray'd. -. 

„ 'Twas May O Goddefs, and your Daughter 
young, 

4 lent my ear to his alluring tongue: 

« What could alas ! an amorous Virgin do ? 

| « He ſwore he lov'd we, 1 beliey'd him too: 


& He 


82 


diſ- 


iter 


0? 
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46 He call'd on you to prove the flame how true, 
6 Intreated Hymen to unite the two: 
« Declar'd he meant to bleſs me for my life, 
« His view was honour, wou'd I be his Wife? 
« Things were preparing for the gordion knot, 
« Beg'd me to yield, —Oh ! Goddeſs, had I 
6 not? 
& A very vagrant thro' the World I rove, 
« The ſcorn of Kindred, and the Man I love. 
« The Goddeſs pity'd, wept, figh'd, turn'd 
„% away; | 
Le beauteous maids, beware the ides of May! 


This faid ; a Youth as meagre, and as thin, 
'As a bad carcaſs quite devour'd by Sin : 
Fell on his knees, (as erſt a gallant Wight, 


When other's merits made the thing a Knight®,) 


Hear, Venus hear, an humble vot'ry's prayer, 

Then paus'd, or elſe the reſt was loſt in air: 

She ſigh'd, the Warrior ſunk into the duſt, 

Then ſmil'd and rear'd him next a ſtrumpet's 
Buſt. 


A Scot's Captain of the Navy knighted for bringing 
home an Expreſs from Quebec in che rein of George 
the Second. . ; 


| 
In 
: - 


* 
coy Swaps —* 


n Fur TE E M P L E 


In rage a furious, ever greedy Dame 
Flew to the Goddeſs, Obloquy her Name, 
Rail'd at the ſluggard ſhe had got for life, 
And curs'd the narrow circle of a wiſe : 


W iſh'd that her 3 would remove the 


man, 
Or quite invert the matrimonial plan, 
Begg'd ſhe would fend a philtrum to her aid, 
And curs'd all Laws, but thoſe, that luſt had 
made : 
The Goddeſs ſtagger'd by the Matron's voice, 
Diſmiſs'd her happy, and condemn'd her choice. 


* 


This 1 withdrawn, a Quaker in belief, 
Appear'd in horns, the ſignet of his grief; 
Declar'd his Wife a carnal act had done, 
As never yet appear'd before the Sun: 
By common law he try'd the horrid cauſe, _ 


' And.caft the ſturdy Author of "his woes 


Begg'd that the Goddeſs would remove the 7 wa, 
And plant him where no 3 or Cuckolds 
grew; 


| The queen of love Mid: with a ſarile, . 


And. Obadigh reſted from his toll. 
5 50 | Ss | An 


$+ i 


the 
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An * amorous Lady next, 5 the place, 
With Wit, and Beauty, but ſhe wanted grace: 
Cloſe at her heels attends her injur d mate, 
The greateſt Cuckold, in the greateſt ſtate: 

In turns the two before the Goddeſs ſpoke, 
Who ſat attentive, and enjoy'd the joke; 
My Lady Lucy once was nearly winning, 
Until her maid produc'd her own fair linnen : 
This was ſo plain, Venus began to ſtare, ' _ - 
Ruh d for her ſex, and then divorc'd the Pair. 


To theſe ſucceed four charaQters well 8 
To all the Men, and Matrons of the Town: 
Two injur'd huſbands, and as many wives, ? | 
The plague, and torment of each other's lives 2 
The firſt a Lady, moſt politely true, 

The ſecond, never even true to two ; 35 
The Men as various in their different wars * 
As Boys of Venus, and the Sons of Mars: 

Each plead their cauſe with energy and ſtriſe, 
The injur'd Huſband, and the wanton Wife ; 5 
Enrag d the Goddeſs P's the vile defence, : 


a3. VYYF 


+ 1 e "AY and Lord ere. ain: 
were tried in a publick Court, 


Vol. I. V 
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The laſt that came was Virtue's lovely Child, 
Chaſte, noble, handſome, eloquent, and mild: 
Soon as the Beauty digaify'd the place, 
A ſecret gladneſs bluſh'd in every face; 


Her name was eccho'd with unfeign'd applauſe, 


And the bad wept with better men her cauſe : 


When Venus firſt beheld the peerleſs Queen, 


She broke the ring, and met her on the green, 
Declar'd ſuch charms were only made to rule, 
Not fall a prey to ſuch a frantic fool. 

High in the air was tender Virtue ſeen, 
To guard her daughter to the Paphian Queen : 
As quick as thought ſhe cut the yielding air, 
And P* hail'd her Darling, and her care: 
Honour and Truth ſupport a brilliant crown, i 
And juſtice nam'd it — Lady P*—'s own : 
Twas Virtue plac'd it on her lovely brow, 


And Fame and Envy own, fhe wears it now. 


The Maiden Chaſtity concludes the verſe, _ 
And with her voice the Sons of luſt diſperſe, 


All different ways, on different errands fly, 


Many to Styx, not many to the ſky : 

Maids croſs d in Love attempt the rocky ſteep, 
And fiery Widows plunge into the deep: ä 
wet. Old 


\ 
. Ms <->. 
Old Age, and Youth, both fooliſhly inclin'd, 
Are blown, and baM'd by the baffling wind; 


TY Some diſcontented with the Queen's decree, 
Fly to the rocks, and plunge into the ſea. 
Unhappy Man, on whom the gifts of Fate, 
ſe, Are thought beſtow'd too early, or too late: 
e: Search every page of life, you'll find a blot, 
Ng Was eyer Man contented with his lot ? 
en, 22 F 
le, 
en: 
: Ex D of the FIRST Voluux. 
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